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TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE.

The publication at Paris, in the "Voltaire,"

on the 15th of October, of the first chapter of

Nana, was hailed by the Press, both of London

and Paris, as the literary event of the day.

We now present it to American readers, and

they must judge for themselves of the merits of

this last work by an author, who is now the most

discussed and most read in Europe.

Nana is a continuation of L'Assommoir; but

Nana in no way resembles L'Assommoir. It is

elaborated with the same care; it is as real, as

intense, and as bold as its predecessor, but it

places before us a totally different world, and with

all the " brutal justice of a photograph."

This time we are not conducted to the work*

•hop and to the forge—^to homes of poverty and
(17)
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drunkenness—or to the terrible places where the

liquor that stupefies and embrutes is sold. Our

Author, instead; gives us in Nana, a careful study

of the manners and life of that class, whose prin-

cipal business in life is to be amused, which class,

ordinary romance-writers designate as "men. of

elegant leisure."

He shows us how a woman of the people, a filU

like Nana, born of four or five generations of

vicious drunken ancestors, preys upon, ruins and

corrupts the aristocracy, and we will now let our

author speak for himself. We quote from a news-

paper article which he has just published.

" Journal after journal," he says, " has been laid

before me by an obliging friend. To many of the

critiques contained therein, I wish to make here a

brief reply. Some of these gentlemen demonstrate

to their own satisfaction, and in four lines, that

all my observations are false, and based on the

most shallow grounds. They are told that I spend

several months of the year in the country—that is

enough for them. I am in their eyes a country

lout who knows nothing of Paris. Another has

fkeard a preposterous tale of a visit that I was said

^l|P



TRANSLATOtt's PREFACE. If

to have made to a lady—a visit of an hour, when,

be it understood, she was driving in the Bois ! It

is on this somewhat slight basis of information

that they claim I wrote Nana.

" It seems that a man may spend a year and -a

half in collecting material for a work, and then

another six months in writing his book—at the

end of which time no one has the right to accuse

him of ignorance, Tzhatever may be said of his

lack of ability—while these critics write an article

on the corner of a table, which takes them an houi

or two, and then declare that I know nothing of

the matter on which I have spent time, strength,

observation and energy, for nearly two years.

" Is not this rather absurd ?

" I am quite ready to admit, that in Nana, I

approach a world—the mysteries of which these

gentlemen claim to have thoroughly mastered.

" They wink at each other, and declare that the

ways and argot of these /lllee cannot be understood,

unless a man leaves in their hands, his reputation

and his fortune. I have taken pains to consult

various authorities—the Goncourts and La Vis

HiriaienTie—but in none could I find anything
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except an affectation of a certain elegance that

does not in reality exist.

" In short, I know not of one single book which

describes the fiUe as she really is. There is no

truth in the picture, no vitality in the form

!

" My purpose has been a most simple one. I

have endeavored to paint this class of women as

they exist in real life, and thus utter a vehement

protest against Marion Delorme—La Dame Aux

Camelias—Marco—and Musette; in fact against

that long procession of Vice, which I consider

destructive to morality, and as having a most

pernicious effect upon the imaginations of young

girls.

"As to the sources of my information, they are

natural enough. I have used both eyes and ears.

It is the first time to my knowledge, that an author

has been put on a stool of repentance, and bidden

to confess where he has been, and where he has

not been; what he has done, and what he has

not done. My life does not belong to the public,

although my books do ! I simply desire to state

that the incidents of Nana are purely imaginative.

"Once again let me ask, if a novelist is expected
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to live the life of all the characters he depicts!

Am I to be in turn a priest, a cabinet minister, an

inebriate, a charcutier and a Banker? Is this

possible? No; we must be permitted to be

lookers-on the greater part of the time—rather

than actors. I will not here argue the opinion

which I entertain, that a man who is outside of

the world he wishes to describe, is oftener far

better calculated to do it justice, than those who

are within it."

"" lii conclusion the translator would simply add

that the excitement in Europe over Nana, is only

to be compared with that in Italy in regard to

Therese Raquin, which is now being played every

evening in Naples, Rome, Palermo, Florence, Milan

and Venice. It was the enormous success of the

Italian adaptation of L'Assommoir, which gave the

idea simultaneously to these various managers of

dramatizing Therese Raquin, which is to be

followed as speedily as possible with Nana, also

to be produced at all the principal theatres in

the United States.

However this may be, it is at all events not a

bad thing for morality, whether it be a good thing
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or not for literary art, that Zola should have been

moved to describe with cold and clear precision,

scenes alluring to imaginative youth, simply

because they have not before been described in

a similar spirit. He paints the Paris of the

Empire for the reproof and warning of the Paris

of the Republic. Nana throws no glamour over

self-indulgence, nor lends a charm to characters

essentially false and corrupt, and that the jeunesse

doree of this country need the reproof and the

warning, quite as much as that of France, is the

belief of the translator.

JOHN STIRLING.
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CHAPTER L

THE VARIETis.

AT nine o'clock " The Varietes " was still empty. Only
a few persons were in the balcony and orchestra*

stalls, and these were lost among the garnet-colored velvet

chairs and the dim lights. Over the huge red curtain

floated soft shadows, and not a sound came from behind
its heavy folds. The foot-lights were turned down low

—

the desks of the musicians were unoccupied. From high
up, however, in the third gallery, close to the roof, on
which flying figures of unclad women and children wera
painted among clouds, to which the gas imparted a green-

ish tinge, came the sound of merry voices laughing and
talking—the men and women both wearing the caps of the

working classes.

The busy box-keeper, with tickets in her hand, ap-

peared at intervals, snowing a lady and gentleman to theil

places—the gentleman in evening dress, and the lady,

slender and undulating in movement, looking slowly

about the house as she seated herself. (25)
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Two young men appeared in the stalls. They stood
with their backs to the stage.

" What did I tell you, Hector ? " cried the elder—a tall

fellow, with a slight, black moustache. " We have come
too early. You might just as well have allowed me to

finish my cigar."

A box-keeper passed by at this moment.
" Oh ! Monsieur Faucher}'," she said, familiarly address^

ing the young man, *' it will not begin for a full half hour."
" Then, why on earth do they advertise for nine o'clock?

"

asked Hector, whose thin face assumed an expression of

intense annoyance. " This very morning Clarisse, who is

in the piece, swore to me that the curtain would go up at

nine, to the minute,"
Fauchery shrugged his shoulders, and muttered:
" If you derive your information from such sources, you

had best look out ; for Clarisse, my dear fellow, will make
you see stars

!

"

They relapsed into silence, while they looked up and
examined the dark boxes ; but the green paper, with which
they were lined, absorbed the little light there was. The
baignoirs under the gallery were in perfect darkness. In
the balcony-seats there was but one person—a stout lady
leaning over the velvet-covered balustrade. The prosce-

nium boxes on the right and left of the stage were vacant,

their long-fringed lambrequins undisturbed.

The body of the house, decorated in white and gold,

reUeved by pale green, was filled, as it were, with a Bght
mist emanating from the low-turned lights of the huge
crystal chandelier.

" You succeeded in procuring your proscenium box for

Lucy, then?" asked Hector, turning at last toward the

stage.

Fauchery glanced at the stage-box on the right as he

answered

:

" Yes ; but it was not without an infinite deal of trouble.

Oh ! there is no danger of Lucy's coming too early—not
she !

"

He stifled a yawn, and then, after a brief silence, said;

"And you were never at ' a first night ?
'

"

" No, never. I have only been three weeks in Paris."
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** Well, you are certainly in luck, for 'The Blonde Venus'
will be the event of the year. It has been the talk of the
town for the last six months. Ah ! my dear fellow, you
never heaid such music—music with such a swing to it.

Bordenave, who knows what he is ahout, has been holding
it back for the Exposition."

Hector listened religiously, and when his companion
stopped to draw a long breath, he ventured to ask a ques-
tion :

"And Nana—^the new star who is to play Venus—do
you know her ?

"

" Good heavens ! Are you going to begin that? " cried
Fauch^ry, gesticulating wildly. " This whole day I have
been deafened by this talk about Nana—Nana here and
Nana there ! I liave seen twenty persons, and that is all

I have heard. Do you suppose 1 know everybody in
Paris? Nana is one of Bordenave's inventions, and, as
such, ought to be something wonderful. That is all I can
tell you."

After this explosion, he calmed down a little. But tha
emptiness of the house, the dim light of the chandelier, the
opening and shutting of doors, and the lowered voices

suggestive of a church, irritated him.
" No, no !

" he said, suddenly. " I can't stand this, you
know, and I am going out. Perhaps we can find Borde-
nave, and he will give us some details."

They found the vestibule gradually filling up. Through
the three open doors all the busy life of the Boulevards
and the dusk of the soft April evening could be seen.

Carriages dashed up to the theatre, and the doors were
slammed noisily. People entered by twos and threes,

and after stopping at the desk, ascended the double stair-

case in the rear—the women very slowly, with a peculiar
swaying movement.
The glare of the gas brought out on the white walls of

the corridor, whose meagre decorations in the style of th«
Empire suggested the peristyle of a card-board temple,
the enormous yellow bills, on which was Nana's name in
huge black letters. Men were loitering in front of these
bills, reading and discussing them, while they filled up the
passage and the doorways. Near the office, a clumsily
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built man with a large, smooth face, was replying with
considerable roughness to some persons who were insist-

ing on having seats.

" But I tell you it is impossible I There is not a seat in
the house. Every one was taken two weeks ago !

"

" That is Bordenave !
" said Fauch^ry, as he and Hector

advanced.
But the Manager had seen them.
" You are a nice fellow !

" he called out. " That is the

way you write me a notice, is it ? I opened the Figaro
this morning—not a word—you had a good deal to say of

the Japanese Embassy. Let me congratulate you on the
freshness of your subject !

"

" Come, now !
" answered Fauchery, " aren't you in too

much of a hurry ? I must see your Nana before I can
write about her. Besides, I have made no promises !

"

Then, to prevent further discussion, he presented his

cousin, Monsieur Hector de la Faloise, a young man who
had come to complete his education in Paris. The Man-
ager weighed the youth at a glance, which Hector re-

turned with some little emotion. This, then, was Bor-

denave, a showman of women, whom he treated like con-

victs, and whose brain was always smoking with some new
money-making scheme ; noisy, expectorating, a familiar

cynic with the coarse wit of a police officer. Hector was
anxious to make a good impression.

" Your theatre
—

" he began, in clear, musical tones.

Bordenave interrupted him quietly, and said, with the

coolness of a man who prefers to call things by their right

names,
" Why don't you call it my Seraglio ?

"

Fauchery laughed approvinglj' but La Faloise was-shockea

to a degree. His meditated compliment was choked in

his throat, and yet he endeavored to look amused.

The Manager rushed forward to shake hands with a

dramatic critic whose columns had great influence, ana,

when he returned. La Faloise had recovered himself He
feared lest he should be regarded as a provincial if he

leemed too much disturbed.

"They tell me," he began, wishing to say something
** that Nana ha» a delicious vtjicfe."
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" Sh« ! " cried the Manager, with a shrug of the shotiL

ders. " She has no voice whatever."
The young man hastily added

:

" But, at all events, she is an excellent actress."

"She! A mere bundle of rags! She does not kno^
what to do with her hands or her feet."

La Faloise colored. He could not understand, and ha
itammered out

:

" On no account would I have missed this opening night
at your theatre—

"

" Call it my Seraglio," interrupted Bordenave again, with
the cold persistency of a man who has made up his mind.
Meanwhile, Fauchery had been calmly examining the

women as they entered. He now came to his cousin's

assistance, who he saw was doubtful, whether to laugh or
be angry.

" Gratify Bordenave. Call his theatre just Tvhat he de-
sires, my dear fellow, and, as for you," he continued, turn-
ing to Bordenave, " you need not be so absurd If your
Nana can't sing, and can't play, you will make a miss of
it to-night."

" Make a miss of it, indeed I
" angrily answered the Man-

ager. " Is it necessary for a woman to know hi w to do
either? Ah I my dear boy, you are too stupid. Nana has
something besides these accomplishments, and something
better than either or both. I have found this out, and if

I have made a mistake you may call me a fool in 1 iture

!

You will see, yes, you will see, she has only to mal«e her
appearance, and the house will be in a frenzy of delight."

He lifted his great hands which trembled with enthu-
siasm, and then murmured to himself:

" Zounds ! yes, she will be a success, no doubt of that.

Such a complexion !

"

Then, in answer to Fauchery's questions, he conde-
scended to give certain details with such coarseness of
language that Hector did not know where to look.

The Manager said he had long known Nana, and wished
to bring her out, and it so happened that he wanted a Venus.
He never allowed a woman to hang on to him very long,

he soon got rid of her, and, if she could please the public,
therjr might have her. But he had had a terrible tim«
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lately. This girl had revolutionized the whole establish-
ment. Rose Mignon, his star, a fine actress and an ador-
able singer, had threatened him daily, and declared she
would leave him in the lurch. She was furiously jealous
of Nana alread}'. And, when he prepared the large play-
bill, good heavens ! what a row she had made.

Finally he hit on the expedient of printing the names of
the two actresses in letters of equal size. He never allowed

.

himself to be worried in this way very long. When one
of these little women, Clarisse or Simonne, did not toe the
mark, he either boxed her ears or gave her a kick. It was
really the only way of getting on with such people. He
dealt in them, and he knew their value to a sou.

"Ah !
" he exclaimed, interrupting himself " There

comes Mignon with Steiner ! They are always together.

You know that Steiner begins to consider Rose a dead
weight, so the husband sticks to him like a plaster lest he
runs away !

"

The gas-lamps above the door of the theatre lighted the
whole sidewalk. Two young trees looked startlingly

green, and a post was so brilliantly illuminated that the
advertising bills posted upon it could be read across the
street as clearly as if it had been daylight, while beyond,
the dark moving masses in the Boulevards were in alter-

nate light and shadow.
A crowd of men loitered outside the theatre to finish

their cigars and chat under the gaslight, which gave a livid

pallor to their faces, and threw their shadows, short and
black, upon the asphalt pavement.

Mignon, a tall, stout fellow, with the square head of a

village Hercules, shouldered his way through the crowd,
dragging with him the Banker Steiner, a short, round-
faced man, with a grayish beard and a big stomach.

" You will see," resumed Bordenave, as he beckoned to

these two men, who came to him at once.
" Well !

" said the Manager. " You saw her yesterday in

my private office."

"Ah! That was she then!" exclaimed Steiner. "I
thought so all the time, but as she only came in just as I

n'as going out, I did not really get a glimpse of her."

Mignon listened with lowered eyelids, all the time ner*
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vously twisting a large diamond on his little finger. He
knew of course that they were talking of Nana. The
Manager proceeded to give a description of his debutante,

the Banker's eyes sparkled, but Mignon interfered.
" Come on, ni}' dear fellow. Don't stay here to be bam-

boozled in this way. The public will soon decide on her
merits, and you know that my wife expects you to join

her in her box."
He tried to lead his friend away, but Steiner was obsti-

nate and refused to move. The crowd about them became
more compact. The buzz of voices became louder, and the
name of Nana was repeated over and over again with a sing-

song enunciation of its two syllables. The men standing
in front of the posters- read it thence; others, as they
passed, uttered it interrogatively, while the women, smiling
and uneasy, repeated it softly with an air of surprise.

No one knew Nana. From whence had Nana fallen?

And little jokes were passed about and little tales told.

The very name sounded like a caress, and fell familiarly

from the lips of every one. Its constant repetition

amused the crowd and kept it in a good humor. A
fever of curiosity took possession of everybody—that
Parisian curiosity which is sometimes as violent as an
attack of brain fever. Every one was eager to see Nana.
One lady had the train of her dress torn, and a gentleman
last his hat.

'*Ah ! you ask me too much," cried Bordenave to twenty
men who were besieging him with questions. " You will

see her presently; but I must be off, for I am wanted."
He disappeared, radiant at having fired his public.

Mignon shrugged his shoulders and reminded Steiner that
Rose was expecting him. She wanted his opinion on her
costume for the first act.

" Is not that Lucy getting out of her carriage ? '' asked
La Faloise of Fauchery.

It was in fact Lucy Stewart, a woman of about forty,

small and ugly, a long neck, a thin, drawn face and thick
lips, but so gay and charming that she pleased every one.

She was accompanied by Caroline Hequet and her mother.
Caroline was very beautiful, pure and cold in appearance;
the mother very ptateh^ and looking ad if she were stufifedi

2
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"Come with us," she said to Fauch^ryj "I have kept a
place for you."

" Not if I know it," he answered. " I want to sit where
I 3an see something. I prefer a stall."

Lucy was vexed. She wondered if he were unwilling

to be seen with her, but controlling herself, she added
quickly

:

" Why did you never tell me that you knew Nana ?
"

" Nana ! I never saw her !

"

" Is that true? I *vas told Uiat vou were intimately ao-

quainted with her."

Fauchery laughed, but Mignon made them a sign to be

quiet, and when Lucy asked why, he pointed to a young
fellow who had just passed, murmuring

:

" Nana'o especial friend !

"

They all stared after the youth, who was certainly very

good-looking ; his name was Daguenet, and he had spent a

fortune of three hundred thousand francs, and now dab-

bled in stocks to make a little money with which he could

pay for an occasional bouquet and dinner.

Lucy thought to herself that his eyes were superb.

"Ah ! there is Blanche !
" she suddenly exclaimed. " It

was she who told me that you knew Nana so well !

"

Blanche de Sevry, a heavy blonde, whose pretty face was
meaningless and pasty, arrived, accompanied by a slender,

well-dressed man with an unmistakable air of distinction.
" Count Xavier de Vandeuvres," Fauchery whispered.

The Count nodded carelessly to the Journalist, while a

lively discussion took place between Lucy and Blanche.

They quite blocked up the passage-way with tlieir trains

and flounces, one in pink and the other in blue, and the

name of Nana fell from their lips so frequently that the

crowd lingered to listen. The Count led Blanche on, but

Nana's name did not cease to resound from the four cor-

ners of the vestibule in louder and more eager tones.

Would the curtain never rise ? The men pulled out their

watches, late comers leaped from their carriages before

they really drew up, and the passers-by slowly crossed the

stream of light and stretched their necks to see what was
going on in the theatre.

A street boy stopped whistling, and stood for a moment
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before a play-bill. Then, in a voice husky with liquor, ha
began to sing, " Oh ! Nana! oh ! Nana !" and then reeled on
his way, with his wooden shoes clattering on the pave-
ment. People laughed, and several gentlemen took up the

refrain, singing :
" Oh I Nana ! oh ! Nana 1 " in subdued

voices.

The heat was intense. A quarrel burst forth at the desk^

and the cries of " Nana !

" increased. One of those fits of

brutal excitement common to crowds had taken possession

of this mass of people.

Suddenly, above this uproar, the sound of a bell was
heard; it was buzzed about—and the rumor extended to

the Boulevard—that the curtain was about to rise ; and
there was more pushing and struggling ; the employes of
the theatre were at their wits' end. Steiner had not been to

inspect the dress Rose was to wear. Mignon looked angry
and uneasy. At the first tinkle of the bell, La Faloise

pu^ed the crowd aside, dragging Fauchery with him

—

fearing lest he should lose the overture.

Lucy Stewart was irritated by all these demonstrations
of eagerness. The idea of being hustled about by .these

men in this way exasperated her. She wished to remain
in the vestibule as long as possible, with Caroline Hequet
and her mother. At last the way was clear. There was
not a sound except from the Boulevard, which kept up its

continuous roar.
" What utter nonsense !

" said Lucy, as she ascended the
stairs; "as if new pieces were necessarily good for any-
thing!"
Fauchery and La Faloise stood in their places, examin-

ing the house, which was now very brilliant. The crystal
chandelier blazed with prismatic hues, and the light was
reflected from the ceiling on the pit like a shower of gold.
The velvet of the seats had a shining, watered eflect, while
the glitter of gold was softened by the decorations of pale
green. The foot-lights blazed upon the purple and gold
of the curtain, that offered a melancholy contrast to the
poverty of the frame, which showed the stucco work under
the worn and scratched paint.

It was already excessively warm. The musicians at

their stands were tuning their instruments. The lighi
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trills of the flute, the stifled sighs of the horn, the singing

notes of the violin, were drowned by the increasing sound
of voices.

All the spectators were talking together, and pushed
and squeezed ; the rush in the corridors was so great that

it seemed as if the people were fairly fired through the
doors.

The chairs were gradually filling ; light toilettes here
and there; a delicate profile crowned with braids of
bejewelled hair, stood out against the garnet velvet.

In a box a woman's rounded shoulder caught the light,

while her face was in obscurity. Others fanned themselves
slowly, watching the surging crowd, while a group of

young men standing in the orchestra stalls looked all

shirt bosom. They held their opera-glasses in their well-

gloved hands, and wore hot-house flowers in their button-
holes.

" The house is altogether too small," remarked Li&

Faloise, "the balcony projects too far; the pit must be
positively stifling."

Then, as Fauchery did not pay any attention to what he
was saying, he looked around in search of acquaintances.

Mignon and Steiner sat side by side in a baignoire, leaning
on the velvet balustrade. Blanche de Sevry appeared to

be alone in a lower stage-box on the left. It was neces-

sary to lean well forward to discover the Comte de Van-
deuvres.

But La Faloise watched Daguenet with especial interest.

The young man had an orchestra stall two rows further on.

Next him was a school-boy, his childish eyes opened wide
in surprise. Fauchery smiled as he looked at him.

" Tell m6," said La Faloise, suddenly, " who that lady is

In the balcony. That one, I mean, who has a j'oung girl

iji blue next her."

He directed his companion's eyes to a woman whose
stout figure was tightly laced, and whose once blonde hair,

now gray, was dyed yellow, and dressed in light, childish

curls over her brow. Her face was coarsened and red-

dened by the immoderate use of paints and cosmetics.

"That is Gaga," said Fauchery; and, as this name
eeemed to convey no information to his cousin, he added

:
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" You snrely have heard of Gaga. She triumphed in the

first years of Louis Philippe's reign. Now she is never

been without her daughter."

La Faloise had no eyes for the young girl. Gaga
affected him strangely. He thought her still very hand-
some, but he dared not say so.

The leader of the orchestra lifted his bow, and th«

musicians struck the first note. People were still coming
in, and the noise and bustle seemed never-ending. The
special public, which are always faithful attendants at

first -representations, recognized each other with bows and
smiles, and seemed perfectly at home.

All Paris was there—the Paris of letters, of finance and
of pleasure, many journalists, some few authors and ar-

tists, sporting men and speculators, more women of the

town than women of society—a house, in short, that was a
most singular mixture of vice and virtue, where the same
weariness and the same fever was inscribed on every face.

Fauchery pointed out to his cousin tliree old ofiacials,

two women who adored their husbands, a, magistrate who
was famous for the severity of his sentences, a celebrated

author, half-hidden behind a tall, hancK'.ome man, whose
decorations had not prevented him from being summoned
hito Court very recently on some criminal charge.

He pointed out the boxes of the various newspapers
and clubs, and then the dramatic criti'cs, one thin and
dried up, with thin and wicked-looking lips, another stout

and good-natured-looking, who leaned &/er his companion,
a young girl, with a kind, paternal air.

But Fauchery's descriptions were abruptly closed on
seeing La Faloise exchange a bow with some people in the
box opposite. He seemed surprised.

"Ah ! you know' the Comte MufiFat de Beville, then? "

"Oh, yes, I have known him for a long time. The
Muffat estates are near our own. I stay there very often.

The Count has his wife with him, and the old gentleman
is her father, the Marquis de Chouard.''

Delighted at his cousin's astonishment, and spurred on
by his vanity, La Faloise went into further details: the
Warquis was a member of the Cabinet, and the Count had
yjst been made Chamberlain to the Empress. Fauch^ri
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took up his glass and examined the Countess, a black-eyed

beauty with a dead-white skin.
" You must present me between the acts," he said at last

" I have already met the Count, but I should like to go to

their Tuesdays."
An energetic " Hush !

" was heard from the upper gal-

lery. The overture had commenced, but people were still

coming in. The doors of the boxes rattled as they were
pushed open, and whole rows of persons were compelled
to rise to allow late comers to get to their seats, and loud
voices quarrelling outside were heard at intervals. And
the buzz of conversation, like the noisy chattering of spar-

rows at sunset, never ceased. People were getting up and
sitting down, and it seemed as if the confusion were never
ending. The cry of " Down ! Down !

" came from obscure

corners of the pit. Every one trembled with eagerness,

for at last the famous Nana, of whom people had been
talking for a week, was shortly to be seen. The suspense
became almost intolerable, as did the heat and the glare.

By degrees the hum of conversation abated, with an
occasional swell from time to time.

The orchestra played a lively waltz, whose rhythm
Bounded like a laugh, but there was a furious clapping of

hands in the front row. The curtain rose slowly.
" Look !

" said La Faloise, whose tongue still wagged.
" There is a gentleman with Lucy," and he looked at the

box in the front of which sat Lucy and Caroline, while

a little back the dignified face of Caroline's mother was to

be discerned, and also the profile of a handsome light-

haired man, most irreproachably dressed.

Fauchery turned his glasses i»pon the box.
" Oh, yes ; it is Labordette," he answered, indifferently,

iS if the presence of that gentleman was the most natural

IS well as the most unimportant thing in the world.

Behind them some one said angrily, " Hush !
" and they

were driven to silence. Everybody was now in a state of

oreathless expectancy.

The scene of the first act of " The Blonde Venus " was
laid in 013'^mpus—a card-board Olympus, with clouds, and
with a throne for Jupiter on the right.

Iris and Ganymede first appeared, surrounded by a
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erowd of Celestial assistants, who sang a chofus as they
arranged the seats for the Gods in Council. Again the

bravos from the " claqiie " were heard, but the public as yet

was not inclined to respond.
La Faloise, however, had clapped Clarisse Besnus, one

of Bordenave's women, who took the part of Iris, in pale

blue, with a scarf of the seven colors drawn around her
form.

" You know that she has the greatest difficulty in the
world to make those garments fit," he said in a whisper to

Fauch^ry. " 1 was told so this morning."
The ill-sustained composure of the house was here ruf-

fled by the appearance of Rose Mignon as Diana. Al-

though she had neither the face nor the figure for the part,

for she was thin and dark, she was very charming, and
eeemed to enjoy the inconsistency of her appearance and
the character she personated.

Her song on entering, with its stupid words, when she
complained of Mars, was sang with an air of affected

modesty which was so full of by-play and crisp insinua-

tions, that the public warmed up. Her hulband and
Steiner laughed aloud as they sat side by side. And the

whole house burst into applause when Prulli^re, that actor

so beloved, showed himself as Mars in the uniform of a Gen-
eral, with a monstrous plume, and dragging a sword that

reached to his shoulder.

He had had enough of Diana. She swore to watch him
ftnd be revenged.

This duo ended by droll roulades from Prulliere in the
voice of a young monkey. He was as absurd as a young
and successful premier njay dare to be, and elicited many
laughs from among the women in the boxes.
Then the public were chilled again ; the scenes which

followed were dull in the extrenie. Old Bosc as an imbe-
cile Jupiter, his head crushed under an enormous crown,
had a quarrel with Juno on account of her jealousy of

their cook. A procession of the gods Neptune, Pluto, and
all the others, fell on dull and indiflferent eyes. The spec-

tators were becoming very impatient, and looked about
the house rather than upon the stage. Lucy laughed with
Labordette; and tho Comte de Vandeuvrea emerged a littla
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from behind his companion's broad slioulders ; while Fau«

chery watched the Muffats from out the corner of his eye.

The Count was very grave, as if he could not quite make out

what all this meant, and the Countess wore a vague smile

and seemed wrapped in a reverie. But suddenly the ap-

plause of the '' claque " was heard with the regularity of a

discharge of musketry, and every eye was riveted on the

stage once more. Was it Nana at last? The Nana who
had kept them so long waiting.

A deputation of mortals introduced by Ganymede and
Iris, respectable Bourgeois, and deceived husbands, came
to lay before Jupiter a complaint against Venus, who had
inspired their wives with the wish to do them wrong.
The chorus was xery droll with its complaints and signifi-

cant pauses. This was encored, of course. In the mean-
time, a vigorous search was instituted for Venus, when
Vulcan arrived in a state of furious indignation, claiming

bis wife, who had left his bed and board the previous day
and had not since been seen. The chorus repeated the

melody which had already been applauded and claimed
Vulcan as their leader. The part of Vulcan was played
by Fontan, a comic actor of undoubted talent and origin-

ality, Avhose costume was that of a village blacksmith—his

wig was red and his bare arms were tattooed with hearts

pierced by arrows.

A woman was heard to say, " Good heavens ! how ugly
he is

!
" and every one laughed as they applauded.

The next scene seemed interminable. Would Jupiter

never get all the gods together that he with their assist-

ance might decide what reply to give to these deceived

husbands? And no Nana yet! Did they mean to keep
back Nana until the curtain fell ?

Suspense as long as this irritated the public, and they
began to complain audibly.

" This is pretty bad !

" said Mignon, gayly, to Steiner.
" I can't make out what they are about !

"

At this moment the clouds parted at the back of the

stage, and Venus appeared. Nana, very tall and very full

(or her eighteen years, in the white tunic of a goddess, and
fvith her beautiful blonde hair floating over her shoulders,

ralked toward the foot-lights with calm self-possession,
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Bmiling at the crowd before her. Her lips parted and sh*
sang her aria.

" Loreqne Vfenus rdde le Soir.'*

At the first sound people exchanged glances of wonder.
Was this a jest on the part of Bordenave, or a wager?
Never had so false a voice and so poor a method been
heard. Her Manager had spoken truly when he said that

Nana had no voice. Nor did she know how to stand or

move on the stage. She managed her hands badly. She
carried herself awkwardly. A faint but unmistakable
sound of disapproval was heard from the pit, when a clear»

crowing voice from the orchestra stalls said aloud in a tone
of intense conviction

:

" She is very chic !

"

The whole house looked at the youth who had uttered
these words. It was the handsome lad, the school-boy of
whom we have spoken ; his childish face all aglow with
admiration of Nana. When he saw that he was the at-

traction of every eye he turned scarlet with shame at hav-
ing unconsciously spoken so loudly. Daguenet, who sat

next him, looked at him with a smile, and the audience
laughed aloud and thought no more of the hiss, that had
been on their lips, while the white-gloved youths, also car-

ried away by Nana, applauded with vehemence.
" That is so !

" they cried. " Bravo !

"

Nana, seeing the audience laughing, laughed also, and
this redoubled the gayety. The girl was very beautiful—
of this there could be no doubt, and her laugh showed a
charming dimple in her chin. She stood waiting all un-
disturbed, as easy as if she had been on the stage all

her life, even had the air of admitting the public to her
intimacy, and nodded as if to tell them confidentially

that she very well knew herself to be without talent, but
that after all it was of little consequence—she could do
without it, and had something else, as Bordenave had
sworn
She made a little sign to the leader of the orchestra

which signified " Go on, my good man," and began the
second verse, with the same sharp metallic voice, but
which at this precise moment happened to please hei
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Rudience. Nana's smile was still on her led lips and
lighted her clear blue eyes.

At certain verses, which were a trifle broad in meaning,
her pink nostrils dilated and the color rose to her cheeks.

She was still awkward, and still ignorant of how to carr}'

herself on the sloping stage ; but she was none the less ad-

mired on that account. Every man in the house had hia

opera-glass levelled full upon her. As she finished a verse

her voice tailed her entirely, and she saw that she could
not go on. Without being in the least disturbed, she gave
a little jerk of her hip whose roundness was visible under
her scanty tunic, threw back her head, and extended her

arms. This brought down the house. Suddenly she
turned and showed her magnificent hair which .fell all

over her person like the fleece of a wild beast—at this the

audience again applauded.
The end of this act elicited less enthusiasm. Vulcan

wished to box the ears of his wife; but the gods took
council, and insisted that they had best continue their

investigations on the earth, and compel the goddess to

manage the wives of these irate husbands.
Diana then overheard some tender passages between

Venus and Mars, and swore that she would not take her

eyes from them once on the entire journey. There was
also a scene where Love, acted by a little girl of twelve,

answered to every question, "Yes, mamma," "No, mam-
ma," in tearful tones and with her fingers in her eyes.

Then Jupiter, with all the severity of an angry school-

master, shut Love into a dark closet, and bade him con-

jugate the verb, "to love,^^ twenty times, which would give

the husbands at least an opportunity to draw one long

breath. The finale was a brilliant chorus; the curtain

fell ; the claque in vain tried to obtain an encore
; every-

body started to leave the house.

As the audience pushed their way through the rows of

chairs they exchanged their impressions. One phrase was
constantly heard :

" It is simply idiotic
!

"

But the piece, after all, mattered little. Nana was the

essential part. Fauch^ry and La Faloise met Steiner and
Mignon in the corridor. The crowd was enormous, and
the corridor more like a gallery in a mine than anything
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else. They stood for a moment at the foot of the «tairs,

protected by the railing. The spectators from the upper
galleries came down with a great noise of heavy shoes, and
a box-opener tried to prevent a chair on which she had
piled coats and shawls from being swept away in the crowd.

" I know her !

" cried Steiner, as soon as he saw Fau-
ch^ry. " I have certainly seen her somewhere. I feel con-

vinced that it was at the Casino ; and, more than that, I

believe she was tipsy."
" I feel just as you do," said Fauch^ry. " I have met her

pomewhere." He lowered his voice and added, "At the

Tricou, I fancy."

"Upon my life! you saw her in a nice place, then!"
returned Mignon, with an air of angry disgust. "' It issimply
disgusting to see the public welcome with open arms any
creature that com es. Soon th ere will not be adecent woman
left on the stage. I think I shall forbid Rose playing any
more."
Fauchery tried to repress a smile. Meanwhile, the

heavily-shod crowd continued to pour down the stairs,

and a little man in a cap said, in a drawling voice:
*' Well ! she isn't worth a row of pins as an actress, but

she looks good enough to eat
!

"

In the corridor, two youths, with their hair exquisitely
frizzed by hot irons and their coats of an immaculate fit,

were quarrelling and disputing, but they ended with the
mutual admission that her eyes were very beautiful.

La Faloise in his heart agreed with these several opin-
ions ; he only said, however, that she would do much better

if she would cultivate her voice. At this Steiner seemed to
awake with a start.

They could decide on nothing, he said, until the next
act. Mignon said that the piece would never be played
through—declared it would be hissed oflf the stage, and
as Fauchery and La Faloise turned away, he took Stein*
er's arm and said :

" Come and see my wife's costume for the second act ; it

is really superb."
Above, in the Foyer, three crystal chandeliers burned

brilliantly. The two cousins, who had ascended the stairs,

kere hesitated for a moment. The glass door showed them
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a mass of heads—two currents moving in oppoeite direo

tions. They entered. Five or six groups of men were
talking and gesticulating earnestly, while others were
walking up and down between the marble columns
crowned by urns. Women were seated on the red velvet

benches, watching the crowd as it passed, with a weary
air, as if exhausted by the intense heat. A tall blonde was
laughing violently, while a gentleman leaned so closely

over her that his breath moved the tiny curls on her fore-

head. At the buffet, men were taking some refreshment,

and everywhere Nana's name was heard.
" We will go down again after the next act," said Fau-

ch6ry, " for the lack of ventilation here is fearful. Let us
go out on the balcony."
La Faloise, who was studying the photographs of

actresses which hung, alternately with mirrors, between the
pillars, consented. The gaslights on the front of the theatre

had been extinguished. It was dark, cool, and refreshing

on the balcony, which appeared to be vacant with the
exception of one solitary figure—that of a young man who
stood in the shadow on the right. He was smoking a

cigarette. Fauch^ry recognized him, and went forward
with outstretched hand.
"Ah ! Daguenet," he said ;

" what on earth are you doing
here ? I never before knew 3^ou to leave your stall at a
first representation."

" But I am smoking, as you see," answered Daguenet.
There was a long silence and a little awkwardness, for

neither man Avished to speak first of Nana. But suddenly
Fauchery said

:

"And the debutante, what do you think of her? She is

considerabl}^ pulled to pieces down-stairs."
" I dare say," murmured Daguenet, " by men on whom

she has turned a cold shoulder."

This was all the criticism he offered on Nana's talent.

He was excessively cautious and a little nervous, answer-
ing only in monosyllables.
La Faloise leaned over the parapet and looked down on

the Boulevard. The windows of a Hotel and a Club op-

posite were brilliantly lighted, while a compact mass occu-

pied the tables in the Caf6 de Madrid. Notwithstanding



NANA. 43

fche lateness of the hour, the streets were crowded, and peo-

ple were obliged to wait five minutes sometimes, before

they could cross from one sidewalk to the other, so great

was the throng of carriages. '•
' ".

" What a place this is !
" said La Faloise, who had iioi

yet ceased to be astonished at Paris. '
'

^

A bell rang, and the Foyer was rapidly emptied. The
curtain rose as they entered the door, and took their places

with animated faces, much to the disgust of those of the
audience who had remained in their seats.

La Faloise looked for Gaga, but to his astonishment be-

held the tall fellow with light hair who, in the first act, had
been with Lucy in her box, now seated by Gaga's side,

talking with her familiarly.
" What was the nanus of that gentleman ? You told me,

but I have forgotten."

Fauch^ry looked up.

"Ah ! yes, to be sure—Labordette," he said at last^ with
the same careless air as before.

The setting of the second act was a surprise. It was a
dance at a little well-known tavern, the Botile Ndire, and
Mardigras; the peasants were singing and keeping time
with their heels. This scene was such a surprise that it

was applauded.
It was here that the Gods and Goddesses, led astray by

Iris, who claimed to know the earth, had come to pursue
their investigations. They were disguised—Jupiter as Roi
Dagobert, with his breeches wrong side out and a huge tin

crown. Phoebus appeared as the Postilion de Lonjumeau,
and Minerva as a Normande nurse. Shouts of laughter
greeted Mars, who wore a preposterous costume, as an
Admiral, but the mirth was redoubled when Neptune,
dressed in a blouse and tall cap, with curls glued to his

temples, dragged after h'im his slip-shod shoes, and said in

an unctuous voice

:

"There is nothing to be done about it. If a man is

handsome, he must allow himself to be adored !

"

This elicited "Ohs !
" and "Ahs !

" from the ladies, who
held their fans in front of their faces. Lucy's amusement
was so great and so apparent that her friend Carolina
H6quet entreated her to be quiet.
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From this moment the piece was saved and was even a

great success. This Carnival of the Gods—Olympus
dragged through the mud, religion and poetry alike

scoffed at and derided—struck the public as extremely
witty.

A fever of irreverence took possession of the audience.

They tore down the Gods from their pedestals. Jupiter

had a good head, Mars was insignificant. Royalty became
a farce and the army a jest.

When Jupiter, carried away by the charms of a little

laundress, broke into a wild cancan, Simonne, who played

the part of the laundress, hit the nose of the God with her

heel, calling him " My stout old man !
" it was considered

to be the height of wit.. While they danced, Phoebus paid

for the hot wine that Minerva drank, and Neptune treated

the women who crowded around him with cakes and
delicacies.

The smallest double entendres were snatched at. Fain;

allusions became indelicacies, and inoffensive words were

invested with meaning that had not been intended. It

was long since the public had been so gratified and
amused.'
The action of the play went on. Vulcan, dressed in th«

latest style, only all in yellow, and with yellow gloves and
a glass in his eye, was there in pursuit of Venus, who at

last arrived, dressed as a fish-woman, with a handkerchief
thrown over her head and her full round throat decked
with huge gold ornaments. Nana was so white and so

plump and so natural in this costume that she at once
gained her audience. Rose Mignon, a delicious baby in

long skirts and a wicker carriage, was nearly forgotten, al-

though she sang adorably. The other, the tall girl with
her arms akimbo, who clucked like a hen, was so full of

life and animal spirits that the audience were fairly carried

off their feet.

After this second act no exception was taken at anything
Nana did. She was allowed to stand badly, to move
badly, to sing false notes and forget her part. She had
only to turn to the audience and smile, to be greeted with

wild applause.

The peculiar movements of her hips seemed to kindle
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to gallery up to the very roof. If she had had any real

talent she would have appeared less droll. But she was a
woman, and that was enough. She seemed thoroughly at

home in the little tavern, and she danced with her arms
akimbo—a very Venus of the gutter. The music, too, was
eminently fitted for her voice; it was a souvenir of the
fairs at Saint Cloud, a mixture of clarionets and flutes.

There were two encores: the waltz of the overture

—

the waltz with the peculiar rhythm, to which the gods
and goddesses danced off the stage—Juno, as a Farmer's
wife, attacked Jupiter and his little laundress—Diana sur-
prised Venus giving a rendezvous to Mars, and at once
hurried to Vulcan and gave him the hour and the place.

Vulcan called out in return

:

" I have my plan."
The remainder of the act did not seem very clear—the

investigation ended in a wild galop, after which, Jupiter,
out of breath, and without a crown, declared that mortals,
if they were women, were deligh'tful, and that the men
were the only ones in fault.

The curtam fell, and above the applause, rose cries for

the actresses and actors, who appeared hand-in-hand

—

Nana and Rose Mignon in the centre, side by side, each
making the lowest possible inclinations, and were greeted
with tumultuous applause. Then the house slowly emp-
tied itself.

" I must go and pay my respects to the Comtesse
Muffat," said La Faloise.

" Precisely ; and you will kindly present me," answered
Fauch6ry. " Let us go this way."
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CHAPTER II.

THE l6GE of the COUNTESS.

BUT it was not such an easy matter to reach the balconj
boxes, as the crowd was almost impenetrable. It

was necessary to move very slowly, and rely on one'a

elbows rather than on one's feet. Leaning against tjie

wall under a gas-light, the critic was giving his opinion of

the piece to an attentive circle; and his broad shoulders
were so firmly braced against the yellow wall that they
seemed almost to burj' themselves in it.

People, as they passed, lingered and told their friends

who he was. It was rumored that he had laughed during
one act, but later he was more severe—called the represen-

tation idiotic—in the worst possible taste—and an offence

to morality. Further on, the kindly-faced critic was appa-
rently benevolently disposed, but his words had a sting in

them, like milk turned sour. The name of Nana was on
every lip. Comparisons were instituted between her and
Rose Mignon. Several women, interspersed among the
black-coated men—actresses who talked very loud—uttered

eager praise of the debutante, looking hastily about them
as they did so.

A red Moquette carpet deadened the sound of heels, and
only the ring of voices was heard resounding from the lew
ceiling.

As Fauch6ry glanced through the round lights cut in
the doors of the boxes, he was accosted by the Count de
Vandeuvres, who asked for whom he was looking, and
when he understood that the two cousins wished to find

the Muffats, he showed them No. 7, which be himself
had just left.

Then drawing nearer the Journalist, he said

:

"Tell me, is not this Nana she whom we saw on©
evening on the corner of La Rue de Provence? "

" You are right !
" exclaimed Fauchery. " I knew that

i had seen her somewhere before 1

"
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La Faloise presented his cousin to the Comte Mufifat de
B6ville, whose manner was cool in the extreme. But on
hearing Fauch^ry's name, the Countess looked up quickly

and complimented him on his articles in Figaro in a
few well-turned phrases. She half-turned toward him as

she spoke, with a graceful movement of her shoulders.

They talked for a few moments, and the conversation fell

upon the Exposition.
" It will certainly be very fine," said the Comte, whose

square face and regular features preserved a certain official

gravity. " I visited the Champ de Mars to-day, and I was
filled with wonder."

" I am told, however, that they will not be ready in

geason," La Faloise observed.

But the Comte answered in his austere voice:
'* They will be ready. The Emperor wishes it."

Fauch^ry told gayly how he had been obliged to remain
in the aquarium one day when he went down in search of

facts for an article be had in hand. The Countess smiled.

She looked from time to time down upon the hoUse, rais-

ing an arm with its long white glove reaching to the elbow,

and fanning herself slowly. The theatre was now nearly

empty—a few men lingered in the stalls, and several

women were receiving their friends much as if they were
at home. There was an air of good society about all these

people, whose low, well-bred voices scarcely rose above a

whisper. About the doors a few men in evening dress

lingered, to inspect the few women who rei^ained seated.
" We shall hope to see you on Tuesday next," said the

Countess to La Faloise.

And she extended her invitation also to Fauchery, who
thanked her with a low bow. The play was not alluded
to, nor was the name of Nana pronounced. The Count's
manner was so icy and dignified, that one might have sup-
posed him to be officiating at some seance of the Corps
Legislatif. He took occasion to r,ay as if in apology for

their presence that his father-in-law had an especial fond-

ness lor the theatre. The door of the box stood open,
and the Marquis de Chouard, who had gone out to leave
room for the visitors, stood tall and erect in spite of his

years, with his gentle, pale face shaded by his broad'

3
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brimmed hat, following with his diea eyes tUe.'^Q.nien

who passed. •
. ! • t-,;//;, ,.•",,

' j.. -..,-/, m
As soon as the Countess had given her invitation, Fau-

chery took leave, feeling that nnder the circumstances it

would not be in good taste to discuss the play. La Faloise

left the box last. He had just discovered opposite, the

light-haired Labordette quietly installed in the l)Ox of the

Comte de Vandeuvres, conversing intimately with Blanche
de Sevry.

"It seems," he said, as he joined his cousin, " that thie

Labordette knows all these women. See him now with
Blanche."

" Knows them all ! Of course he does," answered Fau-
chery. "Why should he not?"

Tlie corridor was nearly empty. Fauchery was going

hastily down the stairs when he was called by Lucy
Stewart. She was standing just outside the door of her

box. The heat, she said, was intolerable, and she preferred

the corridor, where, with Caroline Hequet and her mother,
^he ate pralines. A box-keeper was conversing with diem
in a maternal manner.
Lucy reproached the Journalist. He could go and pay

his respects to other women, but did not come near her.

Tlicn, dropping the subject, she said lightly :

" Do j'ou know, my dear, I think that Nana has really

done very well
!

"

She wanted him to enter her box for the last act, but he
escaped, promising to see her later, and he and La Faloise

went outside to smoke a cigarette. A constant successioa

of men poured down the steps eager for fresh air.

In the meanwhile Mignon had dragged Steiner to the

Cafe. Seeing Nana's success, he^spoke of her enthusiasti-

cally, all the time watching the Blanker from out the corner

of his eye. He knew him—knew him well—three times
he had assisted him to deceive Rose, and when the fleeting

caprice was over, had carried him back to lier. faithful and
penitent. In the Cafe they found every table full, and men
were standing about with their glasses of beer in their

hands ; the large mirrors reflected this mass of heads and
increased the size of the narrow room with its three chan-
deliers and plush- covered sofas, aiid its winding staii-case
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draped with red. Steiner wanted a table at a window on
the Boulevard. The doors had been taken away a little

too early in the season and it was cold there. As Fau-
ch6ry and his cousin passed, the Banker called to them.
"Come and take a glass of beer with us," he said.

He himself, however, was absorbed with one idea; he
wanted to throw a bouquet to Nana, and sent a gar^on,

whom he called Auguste, to execute his commission.
Mignon, who heard all he said, surveyed him with such
steady eyes, that the abashed Banker called the gargon
back.

" Get two bouquets, Auguste, and give them to the box*
keeper. One for each of the ladies, you understand."

At the other end of the room, with her head supported
against the frame of a mirror, stood a girl v/ho could not

have been more than eighteen. Under the ripples of her

fair hair were a pair of eyes soft as velvet and honest as

the day. Her face was that of a Virgin in an old picture

She wore a dress of faded green silk, with a round hat the

half of whose brim was gone. She was pale with cold.
" Look ! there is Satin," murmured Fauch6ry as he saw

her.

La Faloise questioned him.
" Oh ! she was nobody ; no better than she should be,

but she was bright and amusing to listen to." And the

.Journalist called to her, but Satin refused to obey his

summons. Fauchery proposed to return to the theatre

;

he and his cousin had swallowed their beer, and they were
cold, but Mignon said there was no haste ; it would take a
full half hour to set this third act.

When he was alone with Steiner, he leaned both elbows
on the table, looked the Banker full in the face, saying, aa

he did so

:

" Very well, I will present you. You know, of course,

that this is between ourselves ; my wife need know nothing
about it." .

"
'

'

Fauchery and La Faloise noticed, as they took their

places, a very pretty woman in the second row of boxes.

well and quietly dressed. She was accompanied by a

solemn-looking man—a Chief of Bureau under the Min*
ist^T »:f the Interior, whom La Faloise ,<new from having
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met him at the Muffats'. Fauch^ry said he believed this

lady who was called Madame Robert to be eminently re-

spectable. Daguenet smiled and nodded at them from hia

seat, and then leaning toward them said :

" Will they treat her ill, think you?"
He spoke of Nana. Now that she had succeeded, he no

longer kept himself in the background ; he basked in the

corridors and there enjoyed her triumph. His friends sig-

nalled him gayly from afar off in congratulation. The
Bchool-boy at his side had not once left his seat; he was
entirely absorbed by Nana—he took off and put on his

gloves mechanically. At last he summoned courage to

Bpeak to his neighbor, who he was certain was acquainted
with this goddess.

" Excuse me, sir," he said, " but this lady, who is play-

ing—do you happen to know her? "

" Yes—a little
—

" murmured Daguenet in surprise, and
with some hesitation.

" Then you know her address ?
"

This question came so abruptly and so strangely as ad-

dressed to him that Daguenet felt like slapping the lad's

face.
" I do not," he answered, coldly, and turned his back.

The boy understood that he had been guilty of some
discourtesy ; he colored deeply and was mortified beyond
expression.

The bell rang, and the box-keepers were busy restoring

the coats and wraps to the owners which had been left in

their charge. People were prompt in returning to their

seats, so greatly had their curiosity been aroused.

At the rising of the curtain the setting of the stage was
Applauded. It represented a grotto of Mount Etna, hol-

lowed out of a silver mine, and glittered as if the sides

were made of crowns fresh from the mint; at the back
blazed Vulcan's forge. Diana had just gotten rid of Vul-
tan when Venus arrived. A shiver ran through the audi-

ence. Was Venus clothed or not ?

A transparent gauze enveloped her ; her rounded shoul-

ders, her full bust and swelling hips were scarcely con-
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naled. The pauz© was like foam ; it was Venus, as sIiq

foee from the sea, veiled by the flowing ripples of

her hair. There was no applause ; the hands were all

nerveless. No one smiled—every face was grave, and tha

men were very pale, with parched lips. A wind seemed
to have passed over them, soft and gentle, but full of hid-

den danger. The childish good-nature of Nana's face had
vanished ; she wore a smile, but it was the enigmatical one
of a destroyer of men.
Mars hastened to the rendezvous and found himself in

the presence of the two goddesses. Then came a scene
cleverly played by Pruilliere, where' he was cajoled by
Diana and caressed by Venus» who was stimulated by the
presence of her rival. A grand trio ended the scene, and
it was then that a box-opener appeared in the loge of Lucy
Stewart, and threw on the stage two huge bouquets of
white lilacs.

Nana and Rose Mignon courtesied their thanks, whil»
Pruilliere picked up the two bouquets. Glances from the
orchestra stalls were directed to the baignoire occupied bv
Hteiner and Mignon. The Banker's face was deeply suf-

fused, and he seemed to have considerable difficulty in
swallowing.

Diana left in a, rage. It required courage to place such
a scene upon the stage. Nana had her arm around
Pruilliere's neck, when Fontan, exaggerating the look of
fury with which a man detects the flirtations of his wife,
Btole upon the stage. In his hand he held <\ huge steel
net which he skilfully threw over the ofienders. Veuus
and Mars were taken in the snare.

A murmur ran through the hoi^se. Every glass was
riveted on Venus. Nana had conquered the public. Bor-
denave's estimate was correct—she had only to show her-
self, as he had said. Fauchery looked at the school-boy
in front of him, who had started from his chair, and then
at the Comte de Vandeuvres, who was deadly pale, and at

Steiner, whose face indicated incipient apoplexy.
Labordette looked like a horse-jockey lost in ad-

miration of a perfect mare. Daguenet was radiant with
joy. Fauchery glanced at the Muffat loge. Behind th«
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Countess, pale and serious, stood the Count with parted
Ups and a face blotched with red, while near him in the
shadow the dull eyes of the Marquis de Chouard were
transformed into two phosphorescent orbs, like those of a
cat, flecked with gold. And Nana stood calmly facing
these fifteen hundred persons.
The piece ended. At Vulcan's triumphant summonii

all Olympus arrived and marched past the offenders with
" Ohs !

" and with "Ahs ! '' Jupiter said to Vulcan

:

" I think you very inconsiderate in calling us to see

this."

Iris again appeared, and the chorus which ht.d previously

met with such success was repeated. Jupiter was urged not

to listen to her request, for they said it was better for men
to be deceived and happy. This was the moral of the

play.

Venus was released, after a solemn vote on the part of

\he Gods, and Vulcan obtained a divorce. Mars was
reconciled with Diana, and Jupiter, in order to insure

domestic peace, sent oft' liis little laundress in a constella-

tion. Love was released from confinement, and the cur-

tain fell on the chorus, all kneeling and singing a hymn
of gratitude to Venus, who stood smiling in her strange

costume.
The authors of the play were called for, and then fol-

lowed a shout for Nana.
The house was not fairly emptied when the lights in the

parquette were extinguished
;
gray linen was thrown over

the velvet seats and upon the gilding of the galleries, and
this place, so full of life a moment before, suddenly fell into

a dull lethargy ; an odor of mould and dust crept up from
the floor.

At the back of her box waiting until the crowd had dis-

f)ersed stood the Countess Muflat, all wrapped in furs and
ooking down into the darkness.

The women who had charge of the cloaks and wraps had
lost their heads; two steady compact lines were coming
down the stair-cases. The Comte de Vandeuvres had
Blanche de S^vry on his arm. Gaga and her daughter
wore momentarily embarrassed, but Labordette got a car-
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riage for them, and gallantly placed them in it Daguenet
had vanished, while the school-boy, with his cheeks on fire,

hastened round to the artists' door, but alas! he found the

Passage au Panoramas bcited.

Satin accosted him, but he pushed her roughly aside and
disappeared in che crowd. . -

,

Some of the spectators lingered to light their cigars, and
walked off humming the air, '* Lorsque Venus rode leSoir."

Satin went back to th« Caf6, where Auguste allowed her
to eat the sugar his customers had left

Fauchery had promised Lucy Stewart^ who came with
Caroline Hequet and her mother, to join them after the
performance. They stood together in a corner of the ves-

tibule laughing loudly just as the Muffat party passed witli

their cold arid haughty air. Fauchery had the good taste

not to salute them. Bordenave called him aside and
obtained a formal promise of a favorable criticism. The
Manager was overjoyed and intoxicated with his success.

" Your play will run for two hundred nights," said La
Faloise, courteously. " The whole of Paris will invade youi
theatre."

Bordenave angrily replied, as lie glared at the men whq
were departing, each pervaded by the presence of Nana

:

" Why the devil don't you call it.my Seraglio?
"
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CHAPTER in.

MADAME LERAT APPEARS.

/T^HE next morning at ten o'clock Nana was still asleep

JL She occupied in the Boulevard Haussman the second

floor of a large house, which the owner let to ladies, that

they might dry his plaster and walls for him. A rich

merchant from Moscow, who had come to Paris tor a win-

ter, had installed her in these rooms, and paid six months
in advance.
The apartment was too large for her, and had never

been completely furnished. Gilt consoles and chairs stood

side by yide with shabby gueridons and iron candlesticks,

which crere expected to pass for Florentine bron?;e.

A t::ousand trifles indicated that the girl had been
deserted by her first lover, and that she had since fallen

into various hands, and had had a hard struggle—debts

and threats of expulsion.

Nana slept upon her face, with her bare arms clasping

her pillow in which she buried her face, all white with
<5leep. The bed-rcom and dressing-room were all that

were fully furnislied. A streak of light came in under
the curtains, and showed that the furniture was rosewood,

covered with brocade, blue flowers on a gray ground.

The curtains were the same.
Suddenly Nana awoke with a start, as if surprised

at the emptiness and quiet of the room. She looked
around her as if she expected to find some one somewhere
about in the apartment. But not a sign of anybody was
visible in any direction.

And with htsitating, sleepy fingers she touched tha

button of the electric bell at the head of her bed.

"Has he gone?" she asked, as her maid appeared.
" Yes, Madame, Monsieur Daguenet went about ten

minutes ago. He said, that as you were so much fatigued,

he would not disturb you. But he told me to say that he
would be here to-morrow."
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The woman, as she spoke, opened the shutters, and
allowed the daylight to stream in. Zoe, the maid, waa
dark, and wore her hair closely dressed to her head. Her
face was long, very pale, and full of lines ; her nose broad,

her lips full, and her eyes restless.
*' To-morrow, to-morrow," repeated Nana, only half

awake, " what day is to-morrow ?
"

"Oh, Madame, does not Monsieur Daguenet always
come on Wednesdays ?

"

"^Oh, to be sure, I remember; but everything is

changed," and the girl sat up in the bed. " I wanted to tell

him so this morning. He will certainly stumble on that

Blackamoor and then there will be a nice excitement."
" Madame should have told me," murmured Zo^. " How

could I know ? If Madame changes her days, it would be
better to tell me. Do you mean that the Miser is to come
Tuesdays?"

It was by these names of Blackamoor and Miser that
these women designated the two men by whoDi Nana waa
supported. One was a merchant in the Faubourg Saint
Denis, a man of an economical turn of mind ; the other
called himself a Count, but his money was very irregular

and had a most peculiar odor.

Daguenet watched for the departure of the merchant, who
was obliged to go early to his business, from Zoe's kitchen
window, and took his place, until ten o'clock, when he too
was compelled to attend to his affairs. This arrangement
Nana highly approved of, as it left the day free to her.

" I will write to him this afternoon ! " she cried ;
" and

if he should happen not to get my letter, but should come
just the same, you must not let him in."

Zo^, all this time, was moving slowly about the room.
She spoke of the great success of the previous evening.
Madame had shown so much talent! she had sung so well.

She wanted to congratulate Madame when she returned
from the Theatre, but the old Miser was there ; and how he
had wearied Madame ! But she could soon do without
liim now, thank Heaven 1

Nana, with her elbow on the pillow, answered only with
an occasional nod of tlie head. Her solitary garment had
*<lipp«d oflf.her shoulders, and her hair was loosened.
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" Yes, I suppose so," she said, slowly ;
" but what am I to

do now ? for I expect all sorts of disagreeable things to-day.

Has the concierge been up this morning ?
"

Then the mistress and maid had a long and earnest cori-

versation. Nana owed three months' rent and the Propri-

etor talked of seizing her effects. Then there were a host of

other creditors : a bill at a livery stable, at the linen mer-

cer's and dress-maker's, and several more which came reg-

ularly, and were placed on a table in the ante-room. The
coal merchant was especially obnoxious, for he made a

great noise on the stairs.

But Nana's greatest anxiety was in regard to her little

Louis, who was born when she was but seventeen, and
whom she had confided to the care of a nurse in a village

in the neighborhood of Rambouillet. This woman now
demanded three hundred francs for her care of the child.

Nana had, since her last visit to her boy, been seized with

a wonderful gush of maternal affection, and was wild to

take her boy from the care of this woman and place him
with her aunt, Madame Lerat, at Batignolles, where she

could see him as often as she pleased.
" I need at least five thousand francs," she said, after she

had added up the various sums again and again.

And as her maid continued to urge her to confide all

her anxieties to " the old Miser," she exclaimed, pettishly

:

'* But I have already done so, and he told me that I had
no method, and that his notes were coming due, and more-

over, that he never should exceed his thousand francs per

month. The Blackamoor is high and dry, and I believe

has lost every sou at cards. As to poor Mimi, he would
like to find somebody to lend him some money, for he is

in a very bad way—a bad stroke of luck has cleaned him
out, and he can only bring me flowers."

She was speaking of Daguenet. In the recklessness of

her first awaking, she had no secrets from Zo^, who, being

quite accustomed to these confidences, received them with

respectful sympathy. As Madame condescended to talk

of her affairs to her, she, of course, would say just what
Bhe thought.

She loved Madame, and had left Madame Blanche for

her; and Heaven knew how thankful Madame Blanche
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»fould be to have her back again. There were plenty of

places she could have, of course ; but she preferred to stay

with Madame, even if she were poor, for she had faith in

Madame's future. But if Madame would only take her

advice, it would be better, for Madame had no experience,

and, of course, must make mistakes sometimes. She
understood Monsieur Bordenave, but she had best keep
her eyes open and choose well, for men only thought of

amusing themselves. If Madame were wise now, she

could, with one word, find means to silence her creditors,

relieve herself of all embarrassments, and have all the

money she wanted.
'* But all that does not give me three hundred francs

just now," repeated Nana, burying her fingers in the masses
of hair which she. had loosely knotted at the back of her
head.

" I must have three hundred francs—this very day

—

this very minute. It is very stupid of you," continued
Nana, "not to know any one who will give you three

hundred francs."

She wanted to send Madame Lerat, whom she was
momentarily expecting, at once to Rambouillet. This
capricious fancy entirely marred the triumph of the pre-

vious evening. Among all those men who had applauded
her so eagerly, was there not one who would give her fif-

teen Louis ? How unhappy she was ! And she began to

tell her maid about her dear little boy, whose eyes were
so blue, and who said " Mamma " in such a fimny way
that she nearly died of laughing.

• At this moment the door-bell rang violently.

Zo6 ran to open it, and coming back, said, in a confiden*

tial whisper:
" It is a woman."
She had seen this woman a dozen times, but she affected

not to know her, and to be entirely ignorant of her rela^

tions with ladies who were in pecuniary difficulties.

"She told me her name—Madame Tricon."

"La Tricon 1" cried Nana. "Good! I had forgotten

all about her. Show her in."

Zoe introduced an elderly lady, tall, wearing English curie,

tnd with the air of a Countess who is calling upon hei
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attorney. This woman had a way of disappearing noise*

iessly, with the supple movement of a snake, whenever a

man entered the rooni. Her visits, however, were nevei
long. She rarely seated herself, and had time only for a
brief exchange of words.

" I have some one for you to-day. Will you agre**?"
" Yes. How much ?

"

" Four hundred."
"And at what hour ?

"

"At three o'clock. It is a settled matter, then ?
"

" Yes, entirely so."

La Tricon then spoke of the dry weather, which made
it so agreeable to walk. She had five or six persons yet to

see, and she took out a note-book, and went out of the
room as she looked it over.

When Nana was alone, she breathed a sigh of reliet

She shivered slightly, and buried herself once more amon^
her pillows with the indolent delight of a chilly cat. By
degrees, her e3'es closed, and she smiled at the thought of
dressing her little Louis prettily. She would take him the
next day and buy him some new clothes. This idea was
mingled in the sleep in which she fell, with the haunting
dreams of the night—dreams in which she heard wild
huzzas and hoarse shouts of applause.
At eleven o'clock Zoe showed Madame Lerat into the

room. Nana was still asleep, but awoke at the sound of

the opening door, and exclaimed

:

"Ah ! you have come. Will you go to Rambouillet
lo-day?"

" I came for that purpose," answered the aunt. " There
is a train at twenty minutes past twelve. I shall have
time to take that."

" No, I shall not have the money until the afternoon,"
replied Nana, as she indulged in a long stretch. " You will

breakfast with me, and then we will see what we can do."
Zoe brought a dressing-gown.
" Madame," she said, respectfully, " the hair-dresser it

here."

But Nana did not choose to go into her dressing-rooiiA

6he called out to the man

;

" Come in, Francis."
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A man of extremely good appearance entered the room
with a low bow, just as Nana threw off the coverlid and
put her feet on the floor. She was in no haste to put hef
arms in the sleeves of the dressing-gown which Zoeheld up
for her. And Francis, quite unabashed, waited for her to

take the chair in front of the toilette-table.

As he passed the comb through her hair he said :

*' Has Madame seen the Journals ? There is an excellent
critique in the Figaro"
He took the paper from his pocket, and Madame Lerat

putting on her spectacles went to the window, and stand-
mg there read it aloud. She stood very erect, with the air

of a soldier. It was a screed of Fauchery's, written on
his return from the theatre, two adulatory columns of
clever hatefulness for the artist, and of brutal admiration
for the woman.

" It is excellent," repeated Francis.

Nana did not care a sou that her voice was laughed at.

This Fauchery was very nice, she said.

Madame Lerat having read the article once more, said
abruptly that men had the very deuce in their wrists, and
refused to explain herself further, being quite content with
this allusion which no one but herself understood.
As Francis by this time had finished dressing Nana'a

^air, he retired with a bow, saying :

" I will keep an eye on the evening papers. I shall

come as usual, I suppose? At half-past five?"
" Bring me a pot of pornade and a pound of pralines,

my good Boissier," cried Nana across the room, just as he
went out of the door.

Then the two women being left alone remembered that
they had not yet kissed each other, which they proceeded to
do. The article had made them very amiable. Nana until

she read it, had been indifferent to her triumph, but now
she began t( raalize it. Rose Mignon, she thought, must have
had rather a dismal morning. Madame Lerat had not
been at the theatre, because she said such excitement made
her sick at her stomach, so Nana gave her a description of
the evening, and intoxicated by her own words, ended by
believing that all Paris participated in her triumph. Then
interrupting herself, she asked with a laugh what they



60 NANA.

would have said to all this w/ien she lived in La Rue de la

Geulle d'or. Madame Lerat nodded—of course no one at thai

time had any idea of the future that lay before the girl,

and then she took up the discourse, called Nana " My dear "

and " My daughter." Had she not been in fact a second
mother to her, since the real one had gone to join her papa
and her grandmother. Nana -was quite touched and on
the point of weeping. But Madame Lerat went on to say
that the Past was the Past, and a wretched Past it was too,

and it was not worth while to stir it up. She had for a

long time ceased to have any intercourse with her niece,

because some of the family had accused her of leading the

girl astray. As if that were a possible thing ! Thank God
she had always lived properly, the result of which wai

that she had now a good home, and a good position.

Honesty and hard work were the best things for women.
"Who was the father of this baby?" she said, inter

rupting herself abruptly, with her eyes filled with eage.

curiosity.

Nana, taken by surprise, hesitated a moment.
"A gentleman," she answered.
" Is that so ? " replied the aunt. " It was said, you kno\l

that he was a mason who beat you nearly to death. Come
now, you might tell me : you know I am discretion

itself, and I will take as much care of the boy as if he
were the son of a Prince."

Madame Lerat had abandoned her trade as a flower

maker, and lived on her income from her well-invested

savingh. Nana promised to give her a pretty little apart-

ment, and allow her a hundred francs monthly. At these
words the aunt lost her head entirely, and the two
women kissed again. But Nana in the midst of her gay de-

scription of her little Louis, became suddenly very gloomy.
" It is too bad," she said, " but I must go out at three."

Madame Lerat was on the point of asking where she was
going, but she looked at her niece and was silent. At that

moment Zoe came to say that breakfast was served. They
entered the dining-room, where they found an elderly lady
already seated at the table. She had not removed her hat,

and was dressed in some dark undecided color, between
puce and caca d'or.
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Nan9 showed no ^tonishment at seeing her guest. Sha
simply asked why shO; had not c^jpae rdifectly^io hex
chamber.

" I heard voices." said the old lady, " and concluded that

you had visitors."

Madame IVIaloir had a most respectable air, and excel-

lent manners. She played the part of companion to Nana,
and accompanied her when she went out. The presence
of Madame Lerat seemed to make her uneasy, but when
she discovered her to be an aunt, she looked at her with a
gentle smile. Nana, saying that she was starving, pounced
on the radisKes which she crunched down without bread.

Madame Juerav, becoming all at once very ceremonious,
and wishing to indicate her fastidiousness, declined the

radishes—they were very indigestible. But the young
woman said they were good all the same, and as for herself

she could digest shoe leather.

When Zoe brought in the cutlet'9, she disdained the
meat and contented herself with picking a bone. All ai

once she began to examine the hat of her elderly friend.
" Is not that the new hat that I gave you ? " she asked.
" Yes ; I altered it a little," answered Madame Maloir,

with her mouth full.

The hat wa^ extravagant in style, very flaring and built

up high with plumes. Madame Maloir had a strange
fancy for malcing over all her hats. She alone knew what
she did to them, but she contrived to ruin all she touched.
Nana, who had just purchased this hat, that she might not
be ashamed of her when they went out together, was much
vexed,

" For Heaven's sake, take it off! " she cried,
" No, thanks," answered the old lady, with austere dig-

nity ;
" it does not disturb me. I can eat just as well with

it on,"

After the cutlets came half a cold chicken and some
cauliflower. But Nana turned over everything in rather a
supercilious way, and ended by leaving it on her plate un-
touched. She ended her breakfast with some sweetmeats.
She had the tastes of a parroquet,

Zoe did not remove the plates when she brought in cof«

fee. The ladies simply pushed them aside. They stiU
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talked of the previous evening. Nana rolled some cigar

ettes, which she smoked as she leaned back in her chair.

Madame Lerat and Madame Maloir relaxed from their

reserve and found themselves quite sympathetic. And as

Zo6 was still in the room leaning against the buffet, they
began to question her in regard to her history.

She at once said she was the daughter of a nurse at

Bercy who had met with many misfortunes. She herself

had gone out to service, first to a dentist, and then shf

enumerated witli some pride the ladies whom she had sub-

sequently served as femmc de chambre. Zo6 grew quite

important as she talked, and spoke of these as persons

whom she had entirely managed. Certainly, more than
one of them would ha-ve come to grief but for her. Now
tliere was Madame Blanche. She had a friend with her
one day, when her husband unexpectedly arrived. "AnA
what did I do ? " continued Zoe. " I fell purposely as 1

crossed the room, and pretended to be so faint that my
master fiew to the kitchen for a glass of water, and while
he was gone the friend escaped !

"

" You see what a treasure she is !
" said Nana, laughing

and blowing the smoke of her cigarette in tiny rings.

She listened to Zoe with a certain tender interest—with
a sort of submissive admiration. This excessively ugly
woman seemed to feel a thorough contempt for beauty, and
shrugged her shoulders as she spoke of the careless prodi-

gality of her mistresses, and of their stupidity, by which
they ruined their good fortune.

" I, too, have had many misfortunes," began Madame
Lerat, and drawing closer to Madame Maloir, she began to

talk to her in a low, confidential voice. But Madame
Maloir drank in tlie secrets of Madame Lerat, as she did

those of other people, without imparting any of her own in

return. It was said that she lived in a mysterious board-

ing-house, in a room to which no human being was ever

admitted. The only thing by which she was ever excited,

and which rendered her talkative, was her belief in somnam-
bulism. She knew a somnambulist, she said, who cured

every illness, provided she could touch the hair of the

Bick person. Madame Lerat having spoken of a rheumatic
pain in h«r shoulders, by which she had been troubled foi
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more than a week, was induced to promise that she would
consult the somnambulist.
Suddenly Nana exclaimed

:

"Aunt, pray let those knives alone. You know that it

always disturbs me!

"

Without knowing what she was doing, "Madame Lerat
had placed two knives in such a way on the table, as she
was playing with them, that they formed a cross. Gener-
ally speaking. Nana denied being in the least superstitious.

She cared nothing for the salt being spilled, and she never

Eaid any attention to Friday, but knives were too much for

er. They never lied. Something disagreeable was certainly

about to happen. She fidgeted a little, gave a light yawn,
and then with an air of profound weariness, murmured

:

" It is two o'clock already, and I must go out. It is too
utterly stupid."

The two elder women looked at each other and then at

her, aDd the three nodded solemnly, without speaking one
word.
Nana lighted another cigarette, and sank back in hei

chair, while Madame Lerat and Madame Maloir closed

their lips tightly with discreet philosophy.
" While you are gone we will have a game of bezique,'

said Madame Maloir, after a brief silence. " You play
bezioue, I suppose ?

"

Yes, Madame Lerat played it, and to perfection. It waa
not worth while to summon Zoe, who had disappeared. A
corner of the table would do, and they turned the table-

cloth over the soiled plates. But, as Madame Maloir
opened the drawer of the buffet where the cards were kept,

Nana said before she began her game, that she should
like her to write a letter for her. She disliked herself to

write, for she was by no means sure of her orthography,
while her friend had an especial gift in such matters.

Nana ran to get some paper from her room. A three-

sou ink-bottle was on the mantle with a mouldy pen
standing in it. The letter was to Daguenet. Madame
Maloir began it with " My best beloved," and told him not
to come the next day because " he must not," and wound
up by saying that " far or near, at all times and seasons,

Bue was with him in spirit."

4
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"And I think I had best add ' a thousand kisses,'" mup
mured Madame Maloir.

Madame Lerat nodded approval of each phrase. Hei
eyes flashed. She was always charmed when she was
mixed up in any love-affair. She wished to add her mite,

•o she said, in a little cooing tone

:

"A thousand kisses on your beautiful eyes."
" That is it ! A thousand kisses on your beautiful eyes,"

repeated Nana, while the two old women smiled with a
beatific expression.

Zoe was rung for that she might give this letter to a

commissionaire. At the same moment a servant from the
Theatre arrived, bringing Madame a notice, which should
have been' sent in the morning. Nana ordered the man to

be shown in, and gave him the letter for Daguenet, telling

him to deliver it on his way back. Then she asked him a
few questions.

Oh ! yes, ]\Ionsieur Bordenave was extremely pleased

;

every seat was sold for the next eight days, and Madame
could have no idea of the number of persons who had
asked for her address that morning. When this man was
gone, Nana said that she should be out for not more than
an hour at the most, and, if visitors came, they could wait.

As she said this the bell rang furiously. It was a creditoi,

the man of the liver}' stable ; he was installed on the bench
in the ante-room, where he could twirl his thumbs until

evening, if he pleased.

"AVell! I must go," said Naija, lazily, with another

yawn and stretch. " I ought to have started long ago."

But still she did not move. She followed her aunt's

play, and sat with her chin on her hand, absorbed in the

game, but she started when she heard the clock strike

three.
" Good heavens !

" she exclaimed.
Then Madame Maloir, who was dealing the cards, said,

gently:
" My dear, you ought to go instantly."
' Be quick," said Madame Lerat ;

" for I can take the

four-thirty train if you are here with- the money at foul

o'clock."
" I «hall not be later than that," murmured Nana.
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In ten minutes more, Zoe had fastened her dress and
iissisted her in putting on her hat. She did not care how
she was dressed. As she was about to leave, there was
another ring. This time it was the man with her coal

bill. Ah ! well, he could keep the carriage man company.
These people were certainly great nuisances, and, to avoid
a scene. Nana passed through the kitchen, and down the
servants' stairs.

" When a woman is a good mother, aU her short-com-
ings in other respects must be forgiven," said Madame
Maloir, sententiously, when she found herself alone with
Madame Lerat.

" Eighty—" answered that lady, absorbed in her game.
And the two women hardly spoke another: word. Ilie

table had not been put in order ; the room was filled with

the smell of the breakfast and the odor of the cigarettes

smoked by Nana. Twenty minutes and more elapsed

when another appeal at the bell was heard. Zoi6 hastily

entered and accosted them as if they were her especial

comrades.
"Come, now! there is the bell again; you can't stay

here. If all the world are coming, I shall want this room,
too. Be off with you !

"

Madame Maloir wished to finish her game, but, when
Zo6 pretended that she was going to take away the

cards, she began to pick them up herself in such a way
that the game could be continued in the next room ; while
Madame Lerat took the bottle of cognac, the sugar, and
the glasses, and the two women established themselves in

the kitchen, at one end of the table, between the towels
which were drying and the dish-pan still full of greasy
water.

When Zoe came back, she found them again utterly

absorbed ; but presently, as Madame Lerat declt the cards,

she asked who it was that had rung.
" Oh ! nobody of any consequence," answered Zo4. "A

little fellow—a boy. I wanted to send him away ; but he
was so handsome and so fresh, with his sniooth, girlish

face and blue eyes, that I told him to wait. He had an
enormous bouquet, which he would not let me take. Bles«

my heart ! he ought to be with his mother, or at school 1

"
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Madame Lerat went for a carafe of water, for the liqueur

she had drank had made lier thirsty. Zoe said that her

mouth was as bitter as gall, and all parched.

"And you put him Avhere?" interrupted Madame
Maloir.

" Oh ! I put him in the little room at the back—the one,

you know, that is not furnished. There is only a trunk

Rnd a chair there."

Again the bell.

"Good heavens! could a woman have no peace at all!"

Zoe exclaimed, as she hurried out; and when she returned,

she said, in reply to Madame Maloir's look of inquiry

:

" Only a bouquet."
The bell rang several times while Zoe was clearing the

table, bringing out the dishes one by one, but each time
she said in a tone of profound contempt

:

" Nothing but a bouquet."
Meanwhile, the ladies were much amused at hearing the

rage of the creditors in the ante-room as the flowers poured
in. It was abominable that they should cost so much,
and yet be worth not ten sous to them.

"As for me," murmured Madame Maloir, " I should be
quite contented if I could have the money which the men
in Paris spend in one day for flowers."

"Ah ! my dear, you are easily pleased then," answered
Madame Lerat. "I should like something more than
that."

It was now ten minutes of four. Zo6 wondered audibly

what kept Madame. Generally, when Madame went out

in the afternoon, she went like lightning. But Madame
Maloir said 'that people could not always do just as they

wished.
"There were certainly many difficulties in life!" said

Madame Lerat. " The only thing to do was to wait. If

her niece were detained, it was not her fault ; and, after

all, it was not so very hard this waiting. The kitchen was
most comfortable ;

" and as she had no hearts, Madame
Lerat played a spade.

The bell rang once more, and Zoe left the kitchen. This

lime she did not return very quickly, and when she came
back she was radiant.
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"My dears/' she said, "guess who is here?—thai big

fellow, Steiner. Oh ! I have often seen him when I lived

with Madame Blanche. I put him in the small salon."

Then Madame Maloir spoke to Madame Lerat of the
Banker. This lady knew none of these men, and she won-
dered if he intended to desert Rose Mignon. Zoe shook
her head with a knowing air. But again she was called

upon to open the door.
" It is the Blackamoor," said Zoe, when she came back.

" I told him Madame was out, but he insisted on coming
in. And where do you think he has installed himself?
You know we did not expect him until this evening."

" In the bed-room, is he ? " asked Madame Lerat, eagerly.
" Precisely. He went there at once. I could not stop

him. Fortunately, the dining-room and the salon are left

to me. But I really think that Madame might come hvime,

under the circumstances."

At quarter-past four Nana had not appeared. What on
earth could she be doing ? There was no sense in such
conduct. Two more bouquets had come, and Zoe looked
to see if there was no coffee left. She found there was,

and the three finished the coffee, with the hope tha» it

would wake them up a httle.

Suddenly Madame Maloir exclaimed :

" I have five hundred—the ace makes it !

"

" Do be quiet," said Zo6, angrily. " What on CArth will

all these men think ? " and in the silence that followed
this outbreak, the sound of quick steps running up the
servants' stairs was heard. Nana at last

!

Before she opened the door, they heard her quick pants.
She entered abruptly with a bright color on her cheeks.
Her train, which she had not taken the trouble to lift, swept
the stairs, and the flounces had dipped into some dirty
puddle on the lower landing, for Zo6 was not over neat in
her service.

" Do you know," said Madame Lerat, in a vexed tone^
" that any number of people are waiting for you ?

"

" Really, Madame is not reasonable," added Zoe.

Nana, already out of temper, was exasperated by these
reproaches. It was a little too much to be received in thii

way, after the annoyance she had just undergone.
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"Let me alone, all of you !" she exclaimed.
" Hush 1 Madame, there are visitors in the next room,"

eaid Zoe.

Nana lowered her voice.

"If you think that I have been amused you are greatly

mistaken. I thought that I should never get back, and not

SI fiacre to be found. Fortunately I did not have far to go,

and I fairly ran home."
"You have the money?" asked the aunt.
" What a question !

" answered Nana.
She dropped into a chair near the furnace, weary with

the haste she had made, and without waiting to get her

breath, she drew,from her bosom an envelope, in which
were four notes of an hundred francs each.

These notes were to be easily seen through a large tear,

which she had roughly made to assure herself of the con-

tents. The three women around her looked fixedly at this

envelope: a thick paper, tumbled and stained, which she

held in her small, gloved hands. It was now too late for

Madame Lerat's train, but she would go to-morrow to Ram-
bouillet. Nana began to give some explicit directions to

her aunt.
" Madame, there are people waiting for you," repeated

loL
Then Nana lost her temper once more.
" Let them wait," she said, "or come again when she Was

not so busy." And as her aunt stretched out her hand
for the money—" No, you can't have it all

!

" she cried.

"Three hundred for the nurse; fifty for your journey

—

three hundred and fifty that makes. Leave fifty for me."
The great difficulty now was to find sonie change. There

was not ten francs in the house. No one appealed to

Madam Maloir—who listened indifferently—for she was
never known to have more than an omnibus fare in her

purse.
,
But Zoe went off", saying she would look in her

trunk, and returned with one hundred francs in small

silver. Madame Lerat left at once, saying she would bring

Jvouis in the morning.
" You say there *re people here ? " asked Nana, sitting

Itill as she spoke.
" Yes, Madame j three persons,"
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And she named the Banker first. Nana drew down her
mouth. Did this Steiner think that she would allow him
to bore her to death, merely because he had thrown her a
bouquet the night before I

" Besides," she continued, " I have had quite enough
for to-day. I will not see a soul. Go and tell them that

I am not coming home to-night."
" Madame will reflect a moment. Madame will receive

Monsieur Steiner," said Zo6, without moving, and with a
Borrowful, grave air, as if shocked at seeing her mistress

guilty of such a piece of folly.

Then she spoke of the Blackamoor, who certainly must
find the time pass rather heavily, shut up in the bed'
room. At the name of Valoque, Nana became absolutely

furious. She would not see him, no matter how long he
waited, or where he waited. It was bad enough to have
him in the evening, and if he took to coming in the after-

noon she positively would not stand it.

"Show them the door, every one of them," she
insisted ;

" and I will have a game of cards with Madame
Maloir."

While she was speaking the door-bell rang : this was too
much. She forbade the servants opening it ; but Zo4 paid
not the least attention to these commands, and calmly left

the kitchen ; and when she returned with two cards in her
hand she said, with an air of authority :

" I told them that Madame would see them. These
gentlemen are in the salon."

Nana started up in a fur}^ But the names of the
Marquis de Chouard, and of the Comte IMuffat De B^ville,

which she read on the cards, calmed her at once.
" Who are these people ? " she asked. " Do you know

them?"
" I know the old man," answered Zo^, compressing her

lips in a discreet sort of way.
And as her mistress continued to question her by her

eyes, she added

:

"At least I have seen him somewhere."
Nana seemed to arrive at a sudden decision. She felt

that she must at least receive these two, and she left the
kitchen with regret—that warm refuge where she could talk
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or not as she pleased, where the smell of the coffee that waa
warming in the pot was grateful to hfii nostrils.

She left Madame Maloir behind her, and hurried to hei
dressing-room, where Zoe assisted her in putting on a
peignoir, Nana all the time sullenly growling at men
in particular, and men in general.

These rough words disturbed the femme de chambre,
because she saw that her mistress would not easily regain
her equanimity. She ventured to beg Madame once mori
to calm herself.

Suddenly she assumed her princess air, and was about
to sail into the salon when Zoe stopped her, and herself

showed into the dressing-room the Marquis de Chouard
and the Comte Muffat.

This was a better way of doing things.

The two men bowed profoundly, and in obedience to a
Jittle sign from her, seated themselves. Lace curtains
shaded the windows of this dressing-room, which was the
most elegant of the suite, furnished and hung in light

colors—a very large dressing-table of marble, an inlaid

Psyche, a chaise longue and chairs of blue satin. On the
toilette-table the bouquets were piled, roses, lilacs and
hyacinths filling the air with fragrance, which did not
overpower, however, the odor of patchouli, and as Nana
came toward her visitors with lier loose peignoir and her
laces half-fastened, she seemed to have been interrupted at

her toilette.

" Madame," said the Comte Muffat, gravely, "you will, 1

trust, excuse us for having, as it were, forced your doors.

We have come on a begging errand. This gentleman and
myself are members of the Charitable Association of this

district."

The Marquis de Chouard hastened to add, gallantly :

" When we learned that a great artist inhabited this

house, we determined to present our poor to her more
especially. Talent is always accompanied by heart."

Nana affected great modesty. She answered only with a
little motion of the head, and wondered whether it were
the old man who had brought the other. The expression
of his eyes was certainly very peculiar. The other, how-
•ver, was equally singular. Why did he not come alone i



The trnth was, she thought, that when the concierge had
mentioned hia name, they pushed on each for himself.

"Certainly," she murmured, courteously; "you were
quite right in asking to see me." ) ; ,. j , i . j

The door-bell rang. Another visit, and that, Zo6 ];iad XMI

mercy upon her. The two men started. , ,. . r <•

" I am very happy," she said, " in being able to give
—'*

She was, in fact, greatly flattered.

"Ah ! Madame," resumed the Marquis, " if you had any
idea of the misery about you ! Our district contains more
than three thousand poor, and yet it is one of the wealthi-

est. You cannot imagine the distress we are daily called

upon to witness—children without bread, women prostrated

by illness—dying of cold !

"

" Poor things !
" cried Nana, greatly touched.

She was as easily moved to pity as are most women of
her class. Tears filled her beautiful eyes. She forgot to

be artificial, and leaned earnestly forward. Her peignoir

showed her white, rounded throat, and clung closely to her
form. The Marquis caught his breath, and the Comte de
Mufiat, who was about to speak, passed his hand over his

brow hastily. It was very warm in the room—the warmth
of a hot-house laden with the odor of fading flowers.

"One would like to be very rich at these times!" con-
tinued Nana, eagerly ;

" but each must do what she can.

But you may be assured, gentlemen, that had I known—

"

She was on the point of maki)ig a great mistake in her
eagerness, but she did not finish her phrase. She hesitated

again, for she could not remember where she had put the
fifty francs when she took off her dress. At last she re-

called the place on the comer of her toilette-table under a
pomatum-pot, which she turned over. As she took up the
money the bell was again heard. Would people never have
done coming, and did Zoe intend to let in the whole world ?

The two gentlemen rose, and the Marquis seemed to recog-

nize the hand that pulled the bell. Mufiat looked at him, and
the two became stiff and cold in their air and demeanor.

" I am sorry, gentlemen," said Nana, as she extended
her ten pieces of silver, " to burthen you in this way, but
you know it is for the poor."

The little dimple in her chin was very lovely as uht
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emiled, with her best air of hearty good-nature. Tha
Comte was the most alert in taking the silver from her

hand ; but one piece remained, and he was compelled in

te,king it, to touch the smooth, white skin.

She laughed.
" This is all I can do to-day, gentlemen," she said.

'Another time hope for better things."

They had no pretext for lingering ; they therefore bowed
und retreated toward the door. But as they were going

out they heard the bell ring once more. The Marquis
could not conceal a pale smile, while on the Comte's broAV

a shadow fell. Nana detained them a moment that Zo6
might find another corner. She did not like people to meet
on her stairs.

When she saw that the salon was empty, she asked her-

self if Zo6 had shut up the strangers in her wardrobe.
"Aurevoir, gentlemen!" she said, as she stood on the

threshold of the salon, all smiles and gayety, and they

could not tell whether these smiles were addressed exclu-

sively to them or to the Members of the Benevolent Society

which they represented. The Comte MufFat bowed low, but

in spite of his knoAvledge of the world, and experience, he
was greatly disturbed by this interview, in this pretty

dressing-room with its flowers and perfumes.

When Nana returned to the dressing-room where Zo6

was waiting for her with some letters and visiting-cards,

she was laughing merrily.
" I am done for !" she said ;

" they have carried off my
fifty francs

!

"

She was not vexed ; it only struck her as excessively

droll that it happened to be men who had taken the

money. All the same, however, they were brutes who
left her without a sou.

But the sight of the cards and the letters brought back
all her ill humor. The letters she did not mind: she even

liked them if they were love-letters—they amused her.

These came from men who had applauded her the evening

before, and now declared their admiration.

As to the visitors they might go, and she became furious,

©nee more, as she spoke

:

" How many are there ?'' she asked, crossly.
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" I do not know exactly," answered Zo6, " I have put
ihem everywhere."
And she went on to say that the apartment was very

convenient, for all the rooms opened on the corridor. It

was not as at Madame Blanche's, where the visitors

were compelled to go through the salon, which gave
Madame Blanche many annoyances.
"You may go and send them off," repeated Nana,

obstinately. '' Begin with the Blackamoor."
" Oh ! I sent him away long ago," answered Zo6, with a

smile, " and he only wanted to say to Madame that he
could not come this evening."

Nana clapped her hands with joy. He was not coming,
she should be free ! And she drew a long breath of in-

tense relief Her first idea was to send for Daguenet,
poor fellow ! whom she had told to wait until Thursday.
Madame Maloir could easily write another letter, however.

But Zo6 said that Madame Maloir had slipped away with-

out any one seeing her. Nana hesitated, therefore ;, after

all, she was in no mood for company. She meant to go
to bed and sleep through the night.

" Yes," she said, " I shall retire the moment I return from
the theatre, and you are not to wake me until after noon
the next day. And now," she continued, raising her voice,
" will you get rid of all these creatures at once ? They dis-

gust me !"

Zoe did not move. She knew she had no right to

interfere with Madame, but if Madame would think a
minute, or would condescend to profit by the experience
of her servant

—

Zoe's words had no effect, and all at once she changed
her tone

:

"And Monsieur Steiner—am I to send him away also?"
" Most assuredly," answered Nana, " he may go first."

The woman lingered to give her mistress time for re-

flection. Would not Madame like to carry the Banker
away from her rival ? A gentleman, too, who was so rich

and so well known about all the theatres?
"Hurry, my dear," resumed Nana, who was deter-

mined not to yield. " Hurry, and tell him that I consider

bim a terrible bore I

"
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Then all at once her mood changed, and she added :

"After all, if I wish to have him, the truest way is t«

turn a cold shoulder on him at first,"

Zoe seemed quite struck by this, and looked at her mis-

tress with sudden admiration ; and then, without further

arguments, departed to obey these commands.
In the meantime. Nana sat still, waiting until these men

were fairly out of the door. At last she was free ! She
had room to move! What a singular and unexpected
siege this was ! She looked into the salon—it was empty,
as was the dining-room. She drew a breath of relief. But
as she moved about, opening and shutting doors, sure that

she was alone, she suddenly discovered a youth sitting in a
closet on a high trunk, with a solemn air, and an enormous
bouquet upon his knees.

" Good heavens !
" she cried, " they are not all gone, after

a'l!"

The boy on seeing her, had leaped to his feet, as red as

a poppy. He did not know what on earth to do with his

bouquet, which he held first in one hand, and then in the
other, and was covered with confusion. His youth, his

embarrassment, and the quaint look he had with these
floAvers, touched Nana, who burst into a frank, hearty
laugh. What! children too? Little men in swaddling
clothes must come and torment her, must they? She
patted his cheek in a familiar, maternal sort of way, and
said:

" Who are you, and what is your name? "

" Georges Hujon," he answered, promptly ; and then went
on to tell her that he had seen her the night before, at the
Varietes, and had now come to call on her.

"And to bring me these flowers?"
"Yes, Madame."
" Then why don't you give them to me, little miser? "

As she took the bouquet, he seized her hands and
devoured them with kisses. She scolded, and was tempted
to slap him, but her face flushed, and she smiled. She
sent him away, nevertheless, telling him, however, that he
•night come again. He was dizzy, and could hardly find

ihe door.

Nana returned to her dressing-room, where Francis wai
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the mirror, and submitted to the agile hands of the hair-

dresser. She was very quiet, and hardly spoke. Zoe camf
in, looking flushed and vexed.

" Madame, there are three who will not go away."
"Very well, let them stay," she answered, quietly.

'When they are hungry, they will go of their 6wn ac-

cord!"
Nana's ill-humor had'vanished, and she now seemed

quite amused at the idea of these men kicking their heels

in her salon and ante-room. The door-bell now rang
constantly, and Nana was tired of counting.

"One, two, three, four, five. Pshaw! This is a nui-

sance. They give me the headache !

"

Then she had a sudden thought:
"And my pralines—where are they ?

"

Francis had forgotten the pralines, but he now drew
them from the pocket of his coat with the air of a man of

society offering a small cadeau, although he regularly put
down each 'pound of pralines on his bill.

Nana put the package on her lap, and began to eat them,
obeying, at the same time, the light pushes given by her
hair-dresser to her head.
"Upon my life!" she exclaimed, after a brief silence,

" they have begun again !

"

And this was the case ; the bell seemed to be rung by
every variety of hand—timid fingers which just touched
it, and long, vigorous pulls, abrupt and imperative.

Zo6 muttered that Bordenave had certainly given the
address to everybody who had been in the theatre the
night before.

" By the way, Francis^' said Nana, " have you five Louis
about you ?

"

He stepped back a little and examined the edifice he
tad just erected, and then said, slowly:

" Five Louis ? Well ! that depends— "

"Ah! you know that I have no security to give you; bui
[ don't think you need be very uneasy— "

And she made a little gesture toward the salon. Francis
produced the five Louis.

Zo4 had come back to dress her mistress, while the coiS
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feur calmly v/aited until Madame's toilette was completed,
that he might give the finishing touch to his work.
But the maid was obliged every few minutes to rush to

ihe door, and notwithstanding all her experience^ lost her
head entirel}'. After having carefully put these guests into

different corners, she was now obliged to place several of
them in the same room, which was contrary to all her prin-

ciples. " If they would only eat each other !
" she muttered.

And Nana was enchanted at thi% and declared siie could
hear the crunching of bones.

*' It is to be hoped they Avill not break anything in the
room !

" she murmured, and she listened uneasily.

Zoe showed in Labordettc, and Nana uttered a cr)' of re-

lief. He had come to tell her of a little matter of business

which lie had arranged for her.

She hardly listened to him, but' said over and over
again

:

" I am going to take 3'ou with me ; we will dine together,

and then you will go with me to the Varietes. I do not
appear, you know, until half-past nine."

What a comfort Labordette was ! He never asked any-
thing and was always doing kindnesses for her. He had
dismissed the creditors in the ante-room.

" Let us be off," said Nana, as soon as she was dressed.

At this moment Z06 appeared.
*' Madame, I can do no more ! There is a queue on the

stair- case
!

"

A queue on the stair-case ! Even Francis, notwithstand-
ing the English phlegm which he allected, began to laugh
as he picked up his combs.
Nana quietly pushed Labordette into the kitchen and

stole with him down the stairs, happy in knowing that
she could be with one man whft would treat her with
indifference.

'• You will bring me back to my door," she said, as they
went down the stairs ;

" for I intend to sleep well and long
to-night."
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CHAPTER IV.

A RECEPTION IN THE BEST SOCIETY.

THE Comtesse Sabine, as Madame Muffat de Beville waa
called, to distinguish her from the mother of the

Count, who had died the previous year, received every
Wednesday in her Hotel in La Rue Meromesnil, on the cor-

ner of La Rue de Panthi^vre. It was a huge square dwelling,

which had been inhabited by the Mufiats for generation
after generation for at least three hundred years ; the fa9ade
upon the street was dark and gloomy with a certain c6n«
ventual melancholy, as the blinds and curtains were nearly
all closed. In the rear, at the end of a damp garden, treea

had grown very tall, seeking the sun with long slendef
branches, which at last swept over the slates of the roof.

On one certain Wednesday, about ten o'clock, there wer«
only about a dozen persons in the salon. When she ex*

pected only intimate friends, the Comtesse did not open the
small salon nor the dining-room. It was more agreeable
to sit around the fire and talk.

The salon Avas large and very lofty. Four windows
looked out on the garden, the dampness of which, on this

rainy April evening, made its way into the house in spite

of the large logs which burned in the chimney. The sun
never shone into this garden nor into this room. A chill,

greenish light alone filled the salon, and in the evening ii

was hardly less gloomy, with its mahogany furniture and
deep yellow hangings. All breathed of another age and of

peace and devotion.

Opposite the arm-chair, where the elder Countess had
died, square, high-backed and hard, stood a deep, low
seat, a sort of bergcre, whose red silk cushions were soft

and luxurious. This was absolutely the only modera
furniture or touch of fancy introduced amid this severity.

" Then," said the Countess, " we shall have tho Shah oi
Persia— "



78 NANA-

They were tiilking of the Princes who would be present

at Paris for the Exposition. Several ladies were seated

around the chimney. Madame du Joncquoy, whose
brother had filled a Diplomatic position in the East, was
giving-*5orae details of the Court of Nazar-Eddin,

" Do you not feel well, my dear? " asked Madame Chan-
tereau, the wife of a great iron merchant, noticing that the

Countess shivered and was very pale.
" No, indeed," the lady answered, with a smile. " I am

only a little cold. This salon takes such an endless time
vO warm."
And she looked around at the high walls, and up to the

ceiling. Estelle, her daughter, a girl of sixteen, small and
insignificant in appearance, left the tabouret where she was
sitting, and went silently to the fire to raise one of the logs

which had fallen down.
But Madame de Chezelles, a convent friend of Sabine's,

some five years younger than she, exclaimed

:

" Goodness ! would I not like to have a salon like this

one! Here one can receive. It seems to me that the
merest boxes are made nowadays. If I were only in your
place— "

She spoke impulsively, with eager gesture, explaining
how she would change the hangings, the furniture, every-

thing, and would give balls which would startle all Paris.

Behind her, her husband, a Magistrate, listened gravely. It

was said that she was unfaithful to him, and did not even
take the trouble to conceal it, but that he pardoned her,

because she was a little insane.

The Comtesse smiled at all this, but said lazily that she
should not be likely, after living seventeen years in a salon,

to change it. No, it must remain as her mother-in-law had
left it.

" I am told," she resumed, reverting to their previous
conversation, " that we shall have also the King of Prussia,

and the Emperor of Russia."
"And there will be superb entertainments," said Madame

du Joncquoy.
The Banker Stciner, lately introduced by L^onide de

Ch^zcllcs, who knew evcr}^ one in Paris, was talking with
ft r)oputy on a sofa between two windows; he was trying
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to derive some information from him in r.cgprcl to pome
susi^ected movements in the Bourse, while the Comte
Muffat, standing by them, Hstencd with a colder^ gV^ye air

than usuaL Three or four young men clustered near tjiie

door, around the Comte Xavier de Vandeuvres, who in a
low voice was telling them some story, which was amusing
and probably salacious, for they were dying with lau^li-

ter. In the middle of the salon a stout individual, Clnef
of Bureau to the Minister of tlie Interior, was sleeping

with his eyes open. But one of the j'oung men apparently
expressing some doubts of the story told by Vandquvjes,
that gentleman raised his voice a little. ; . , ,

" You are too sceptical, Foucarmont, You will spoil all

your pleasures."

And he laughed, and returned to the ladies, among whoni
he was always to be found. The last of a great race, effemi-

uate and clever, he was throwing away a magnificent for-

tune in the most reckless manner.
His stable was the most famous in Paris, and

,
cost

him an enormous sum ; his gambling debts were some-
thing fearful, and devoured his substance; each year

a farm or two, or some forest lands disappeared, so that

he had now but little left of his vast domains in Picardjr.

"It is you," said L6onide, making room for him at her

side ; '*it is you who spoil all your pleasures."
" Precisely ! " he said. " I wish to allow others to profit

by my experience."
, ,

But some one said, " Hush !
" he would shock Monsieur

V^not. Then the ladies moving a little, showed half-re-

clining on a chaise longue a small man of about sixty,

with bad teeth and' a shrewd smile. He was as con,i-

fortably settled as if in the privacy pf his own apartqaent,

and drinking in every word.
With a little shrug he indicated that he was not easily

^hocked. Vandeuvres resumed his grand air,,and added,
gravely

:

"Monsieur V^not knows very well that I believe all that

should be believed." ' '
.

This was ail act of religious faith. .Lconide herself

seemed satisfied The young men in the room lauglied
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no more; the salon was quiet, a cold blast seemed to have
passed over it, and Steiner's voice was heard, raised some-

what in his annoyance at not having gained that which he
wished to know. The Comtesse Sabine looked at the fire,

and then resumed the conversation.
" I saw the King of Prussia last year at Baden. He is

still full of vigor for his years."
" Comte Bismarck will accompany him," said Madame

du Joncquoy. " Do you know the Comte ? I breakfasted

with him at my brother's, oh 1 a very long time ago, when
he represented Prussia in Paris. Now that is a man whose
Buccess I cannot comprehend."
"And Avhy, pray ? " asked Madame Chantereau.
" Good heavens ! How can I tell you ! He does not

please me. He looks rough and ill-bred. Then, too, I

think him very dull."

Then everybody began to talk of the Comte de Bismarck,

in regard to whom opinion was much divided. Van-
deuvres knew him, and assured the little circle that he

could drink and gamble. In the height of "this discussion

the door of the salon opened, and Hector de La Faloise

appeared, Fauch^ry following him. Seeing the latter

—

whose first appearance under her roof this was—the

Comtesse rose and went forward.
" Madame," said the Journalist,, with a low bow, " yo \

see that I have availed myself of your gracious inviU-

tion."

She smiled and said a courteous word or two, and
reseated herself. Fauchery saluted the Comte Muffat, and
then stood somewhat ill at ease in the centre of the salon,

where he recognized no one but Steiner, But Vandeuvres
turned, and seeing him, came toward him, and shook
hands.

Faucb6ry, delighted to meet him, said in a low voice

:

" It is for to-morrow, you know."
" The deuce it is !

"

" Yes ; at midnight, at her own house."
" I know, I know. I am going with Blanche."
And he tried to get away, and back to the ladies, in order

to advance a new argument in favor of Monsieur de Bia*

marck. Fauchery detained him.



" You can never divine the person whom she has bidden
me invite."

And he made a sign toward the Comte Muffat, who waa
at that time engaged in a discussion with Steiner and the

Deputy.
" Impossible ! " exclaimed Vandeuvres, thunderstruck

but amused.
*' Upon my word ! I promised her to bring him, and

came here almost entirely for that purpose."
Both the men indulged in a silent laugh. And Van-

deuvres returned to the ladies, saying as he did so

:

*' I assure you to the contrary ! Monsieur Bismarck
is very witty. For example, one evening I heard him
say

—

And Vandeuvres went on to repeat an anecdote. La
Faloise had heard the rapidly spoken words and looked at

Fauchery, hoping for an explanation which did not come.
Of whom were they speaking? What were they going to

do the next day at midnight? He determined not to

leave his cousin, who had taken a chair and was looking

about the room.
The Comtesse Sabine interested him especially. He

had happened to know a good deal of her, and he knew
that she was married at seventeen and was now thirty-

four, and that she had led almost a cloistered life between
her husband and her mother-in-law.

In society she. was regarded by some persons as cold

and austere. Others pitied her and spoke of her gay laugh
and radiant eyes, before she was shut up in that dark and
drjary old house.
Fauchery examined her face quietly, and had his

doubts.

One of his friends, a Colonel in the army, who had
recently died in Mexico, had made to him the evening
before his departure, one of those reckless confidences in

which even the most discreet of men occasionally indulge.

But his recollections were vague; he could only recall

that the conversation had taken place after a very good
dinner. And now that he saAV the Comtesse amid hei

austere surroundings, in her simple black dress, and witb
her tranquil smile, he had his doubts, as we before said
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A lamp standing • behind her, and a little above her,

threw out lier delicate profile, in which the mouth alone,

with its somewhat full lips, had a suggestion of imperious
eensuality.

" What on earth are they talking about Bismarck for? "

murmured La Faloise, who affected an ennuy^ air in

society. " It is intolerably stupid here. Why the deuce
did you wish to come ?

"

But Fauchery turned to him abruptly.
" Tell me. Has the Countess an admirer? "

" Good heavens ! my dear fellow," stammered his cou-
sin, considerably shocked; " do you know where you are?
No, of course not."

Then realizing that this indignation was not in good
style, he added, as he threw himself back in his chair, and
eaid, languidly :

" I say no ; but I really know nothing about it. There
is a fellow—Foucarmont—that is always hovering about
her. One thing is certain, that if the Countess amuses
herself, she is caution itself."

He then went on, unquestioned by his cousin, to tell

him all he knew of the Muffats. The conversation of the
ladies in front of the fire continued, and these two men
talked, therefore, in a low voice. Any one would have
imagined, seeing their solemn faces, their white cravats
and gloves, that they were discussing some subject of the
gravest importance.
Madame MuflFat the elder, whom La Faloise had known

well, was, he declared, an insupportable old lady, who
cared for nothing but her Cures. She was authoritative
and exacting. As to IMufiat, the posthumous son of a
General, who was created a Comte b}' Napoleon I., he natu-
rally found himself in favor after December Second. He, no
more than his mother, was especially genial, but he passed
for a good sort of man, whose only fault was, that he had so
high an idea of himself, his dignity and his position at

Court, that he carried his head among the clouds. La
Faloise added that people were very lenient toward him, as
\ie had been so badly brought up by his mother, who had
compelled him to go each day to Confession, showed not
the smallest indulgence, and allowed not the smallest
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Micapades—in fact, intended him to devote his life to the

service of God. Muffat never jested as did Vandeuvres.

His faith was great, and he gave way at times to parox-

ysms of reUgious excitement which were almost like

attacks of brain fever. One last detail La Faloise whis-

pered in his cousin's ear.
" Impossible," said the latter, laughing.
" So I am most credibly informed, I assure you. Even

now, since his marriage."
Fauchery laughed again as he looked at Comte Muffat,

whose face, framed in whiskers without a moustache,

seemed squarer and harder than ever, while he gave certain

statistics to Steiner, with whom he was arguing.
" He has a head, certainly," he murmured. "A pretty

present he has made to his wife! Poor child, I pity her !

"

At that moment the Comtesse Sabine called him, but he

did not hear her, so absorbed was he in the consideration

of the Muffat affairs, which struck him as most extraordi-

na-y. She was obliged to repeat his name.
" Monsieur Fauch6ry," she said, " have you not pub-

lished a portrait of Monsieur de Bismarck? You have
had more than one interview with him, have you not? "

He rose slowly and went toward the circle of ladies,

replying with easy grace

:

"Ah ! Madame, I am forced to admit that I wrote the

description merely from the biographies which have
appeared in Germany. I have never seen Monsieur de
Bismarck."
He stood near the Countess, but as he talked with her he

continued the reiiections of which she was the subject.

She did not look her age ; no one would have thought her
more than twenty-eight. In her eyes lingered a dormant
flame of youth, which her heavy lids carefully shaded.

She had grown up in a divided household, spending a
month with the Marquis de Chouard and then the next
with the Marquise. She had married when almost a child,

a month after her mother's death, driven to the step pro-

bably by her father, in whose path she was a great

obstacle, v.

A terrible man was this Marquis, about whom strange

itorie* were in circulation, notwithstanding his great
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apparent piety. Fauchery asked the Countess if he should
not have the honor of paying his respects to her father

that night.
" Certainly," she answered, " but he never came in until

late. He was so very much occupied, and had very impor-
tant work on hand."
The Journalist, who thought he knew perfectly well

where the old gentleman passed his evenings, was very
silent. A small mole that he noticed suddenly on the left

cheek of the Countess astonished him, for Nana had pre-

cisely the same. It was certainly very odd. On this mole
were three tiny hairs. Nana had the same, only hers were
golden, while those of the Countess were black as jet.

" I have always felt the greatest admiration for Queen
Augusta," continued the Countess. " They say she is so
good and so pious. Do you think she will accompany the
King?"

" It is reported that she will not," answered the Jour-
nalist.

No, this woman had no lover. It was impossible to

believe the contrary when one saw her Avith her daugh-
ter, an uninteresting girl, who sat stiffly erect. This
sepulchral salon, with its church-like odor, told the story

of the iron hand under whose grasp her life had been
passed. She had given none of her own individuality to

this dreary mansion. It was Muffat who ruled there with
his bigoted ideas, his penitences and his fasts. Fauchery
began to think that the Countess was a little silly, that she
had not rebelled under this devotion. But the sight of the
little old man with bad teeth and an acute smile, whom he
Buddeuly perceived in his arm-chair behind the ladies, was
to him a most decisive argument. He knew this person,

Theophile Venot, a lawyer whose specialite lay in ecclesias-

tical processes. He had retired from his profession with a
large fortune, and led a somewhat mysterious life—every-
where received and everywhere treated with great consid-
eration, but at the same time with some fear, as if he
represented a great force—an occult force which kept itself

in the background.
His manner, nevertheless, was very humble. He was

thurcTi-warden at La Madeleine, and had accepted a
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ptTSjition as Deputy of the Ninth Arrondissement merely
to occupy his leisure moments, he said.

" The Countess is certainly well surrounded !
" thought

the Journalist, who escaped from the circle of ladies, and
returned as soon as possible to his cousin.

" You are right," murmured Fauchery ; "it is unendura-
ble here. We will be off as soon as I have executed a

commission."
"What commission?" asked La Faloise, with eager

curiosity.

Fauchery did not reply. Steiner, whom the Comte
Muffat and the Deputy had just left, came toward them,
evidently much out of temper, and said, in a suppressed
voice:

" Let them hold their tongues, if they choose ; I can find

those who will speak."
Then drawing the Journalist aside, and changing his

tone, he said, jauntily:
" It is for to-morrow, I believe. Count on me, my dear

fellow."

"I beg your pardon!" murmured Fauchery, in astonish-

ment.
"You don't know, then—Oh! I did not succeed in

finding her at home; and Mignon threw every obstacle
in my path. At last, however, she received me, and
then she invited me—at twelve o'clock precisely—after

the theatre."

The Banker was radiant, and with a wink he added,
giving to his words a pointed emphasis:
"You stand pretty well with her; I fancy—

"

Fauchery looked vacant, as if he did not understand.
" Oh !

" he said, " she wished to thank me for my article,

you know."
"Yes, yes, I understand. Lucky dog! You have youi

reward. By the way, who pa3'S for to-morrow ?
"

The Journalist shrugged his shoulders, as if to declare
that no one knew. Vandeuvres summoned Steiner, that
he might support his testimony in favor of Monsieur da
Bism'arck. Madame du Joncquoy wavered, and concluded
by saying:

"Ho made on me a most painful impression. I thought
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his expression most wi>;ked. But I am willing to admit
that he has great wit, which explains his success."

" Unquestionably," murmured Steiner, who was bom at

Cologne, and over whose lips flitted a faint smile at this

way of judging the man of Sadowa.
On hearing this. La Faloise Avhispered to his cousin:
" Then you intend to sup with some woman to-morrow

night, do you? Who is it? Come now—who is it?"
But Fauchery made a little sign to signify he was heard,

and that he must pay a certain respect to the place.

The door was at this moment thrown open, and an old

lady entered, followed by a youth, in whom the Journalist

Avas astonished to recognize the young collegian who, at

the first representation of La Blonde Venus, had uttered

the famous " Very chic," which people were still laughingly
repeating.

The arrival of these guests changed the aspect of the
room at once. The Comtesse Sabine hastily advanced, and
took t'^.e lady by both hands with eager afiection, calling

her ''my dear Madame Hujon."
Seeing his cousin watching this scene curiously, La

Faloise uttered a few brief words of explanation in a low
voice.

Madame Hujon was the widow of a Notary residing at

Les Fondettes—an old estate l)elonging to her family near
Orleans—preserving a peid-a-terre at Paris in a house
which she owned in La Rue do Richelieu, and was in town
just at this time to install and watch over her youngest son,
Avho was beginning his study of the law. She had been a
warm friend of the INIarquise de Chouard, and had been
present at the birth of the Countess, wlio had spent months
at a time with her when a child, and before her marriage.

" I brought Georges to see you," said Madame Hujon to

Sabine. " Has he not grown ?
"

The youth with his light hair and blue eyes, which "gave

him the look of a girl, saluted the Countess without the
smallest embarrassment, and reminded her of a game of
battledoor and shuttle-cock which they had played togethei

two years before at Fondettes.
"And Philippe is not in Paris?" asked Comte Muffat^

speaking cl Madame Hujon's eldest son.
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" Oh 1 no," she replied. " He is in garrison at Versailles."

She seated herself, and spoke with pride of this son who
had been graduated at Saint Cyr—Avas a Captain at twenty-
four after the Italian Campaign. All the ladies who knew
her surrounded her with respectful sympathy.
And Fauchery seeing this digniiied Madame Hujon,

with her maternal face and kindly smile—her stately head
crowned by bands of white hair—said to himself, that it

were utterly ridiculous tc suspect the Comtesse Sabine for

v)ne single instant.

The low seat of tufted red silk where the Countess had
re-established herself attracted his attention irresistibly. It

was strangely unlike anything else in the room, and surely
had never been introduced there, with its air of luxurious
indolence, by the Count. It had a distinct look of its own,
and Fauchery's memory vainly sought to recall the con-

fidences he liad received one evening in that private cabinet
at a restaurant.

He had desired to have the entree at the Muffat man-
sion merely out of brutal curiosity. His friend had never
returned from Mexico—who could tell what might happen!
It was a stupid thing to do, certainly ; but the idea at-

tracted and haunted him,
" Well ! shall we go? " asked La Faloise, who was deter-

mined to hear the name of the woman who was to give
the supper, as soon as they got outside.

" Presently," answered Fauchery ; but he made no haste,

pretending to himself that he had not yet given the invita-

tion with which he had been intrusted, and which it was
by no means easy to do. The ladies we^e talking of a
ceremony that had just taken place—a taking of the veil,

by which all Paris had been moved for at )east three days.
It was the eldest daughter of the Baronne de Fougeray,
who had just entered the Carmelites, having a vocation
which could not be gainsayed. Madame Chantereau, a
relative of the Fougerays, told how the Bamnne had taken
to her bed the day after the ceremony—so overcome wag
ehe by grief. This did not astonish Madame du Jonc-
;5uoy, who, however, had refused to attend the ceremony,
knowing, as she said, that it would break her do7;D- com-
pletely.
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" I had an excellent place," said L^onide, " and I thought

it very beautiful."

Madame Hujon pitied the poor mother. What sorrow

must be hers to lose her daughter in this way

!

" I am accused of being too religious, too bigoted," she

said, with tranquil frankness: " but, however this may be,

I ani none the less disposed to look on children who are

thus determined, as very cruel. If I had a daughter, I

would never consent to her burying herself alive in this

way."
" Yes ; it is a terrible thing," murmured the Countess,

with a little shiver, and burying herself still more among
her cushions before the fire.

The ladies fell into a discussion, but their voices were
lowered and only an occasional gentle laugh was heard.

The two lamps on the chimney, covered with rose-colored

lace, shed but a very subdued light, and, at the other end
of the vast room, there were only three more.

Steiner was excessively ennuy^e. He recounted to Fau-
chery an adventure of that little Madame de Ch^zelles,

K'honi he called Leonide, simply, " and who was no better

than she should be," he muttered.
Fauchery looked at her in her trained robe of pale blue

satin sitting erect on the edge of her chair, and felt a
light surprise at seeing her there. After all, this Parisian

world was a most singular one. The most rigid salons

were invaded by strange people. Evidently, that silent

Theophile Venot, with his equivocal smile, was a legacy

from the late Countess, as well as the elder ladies, Madame
Chantereau, Madame du Joncquoy, and four or five silent

personages in the corner. Comte MufFat, it was, of course,

who attracted those two or three officials whose irreproach-

able dress and air were such as were affected by the hab-

itues of the Tuileries. Among others, the dull-eyed Chief

of Bureau, alone in the centre of the room, buttoned up so

lightly in his coat that he hardly dared move. '

The young men and a few persons of very elegant man-
ners were there through tho Marquis de Chouard, who had
kept up his relations with the Legitimists, by whom he
jvas much ridiculed for entering the Council of Stata
Steiner and Leonide de Ch^zelles represented yet another
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ict which Fauch^ry, to himself, called that of the Comtesse
Sabine.
"Another time," continued Steiner in his ear, *" L^onide

allowed her tenor to come to Montauban ; she lived at her
Chateau de Beaurecueil, two leagues away, and came every
day in her caliche with two horses to see him at the Leon
d'Or where he was staying. The carriage stood at the

door for hours at a time, while people gathered and looked
at it and the hoi*ses."

An appalling silence now fell on the salon. Two young
men continued to whisper for a moment or two, then they
also relapsed into silence, and only the heavy step of the
Comte MufFat was heard as he crossed the salon to seat

himself near Madame Chantereau. The lamps seemed to

be going out as was the fire, and a heavy shadow settled

down on the old friends of the house in the arm-chairs
wherein they had sat for twenty years. It was as if the
guests had suddenly felt the icy presence of the Count's
mother. The Comtesse Sabine at last spoke

:

" The story goes that the young man died, and that will

explain the sudden determination of this poor child. It

is said, however, that her father would never have con-
sented to the marriage."

" Many other things are said," cried Leonide, heedlessly,

and she began to laugh. Sabine was also infected by this

gayety, and she also laughed aloud. And these sounds in

this large, solemn room struck Fauchery most strangely

—

it was like the breaking of crystal—and it broke the ice.

Everybody began to talk. Madame du Joncquoy pro-
tested. Madame Chantereau declared that the prelimi-
nary steps for the marriage had been taken, but that mat-
ters rested there. Then the men joined in. There was for

a little, a confusion (y opinions, where the different ele-

ments of the salon—the J^onapartists and the Legitimista
—mingled with modem skej^tics, elbowed each other.

Estelle rang for wood to be y-ut on the fire, and the man
turned up the lamps. It wa? like a grand awakening.
Fauchery smiled with an air of relief The Comtesse was
to him very fascinating with her little mole like Nana,
" the devil's mark." He was determined to make further

tliBCOveries. And, as he looked about the room, he eaid ta
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himself in his journalist argot that there was certainly i

fclure somewhere.
'*Then it seems that they espouse Heaven when thej

can't marry tlunr cousins,*^ muttered Vandeuvres between
Ills teeth. " My dear iellow, did you ever see a woman
who was beloved, that entered a convent?"
He did not wait for a reply ; he had had as much as he

could stand, and, dropping his voice, added

:

" Now, then ; how many shall we be to-morrow—the

Mignons, Steiner, you, Blanche and I—whom else?"
'' Caroline, I fancy; Georgette; Gaga, undoubtedly. One

can never tell exactly. It is one of those occasions when
you expect twenty and find forty."

Vandeuvres, still looking at the ladies, changed the sub-
ject abruptly.

" This Madame du Joncquoy must have been very hand-
some fifteen years ago. Poor Estelle has grown frightfully

thin." Then, with another abrupt change, he returned to

the supper. " The most stupid thing," he said, " at such
places is, that there are always the same women present.

I wish to Heavens we could find some new ones. Try and
invent some for us, won't you ?

"

" I have an idea. I will ask that stout man to bring the
woman he had with him at the Varietes the other night."

He spoke of the Chief of Bureau, who was sound asleep
in the middle of the room.

Fauchery followed from afar, with considerable amuse-
ment, the opening of this delicate negotiation. Vandeu-
vres drew a chair close to that of the stout gentleman, who
was very dignified. They seemed to be discussing the
question which occupied the salon—that is, the real

motives which impelled a girl to enter a convent. Then
the young Count returned to the .Journalist.

" It is not possible. He says she would refuse. But I

feel certain that I once saw her at Laura's.''
" What ! Do you go there? " murmured Fauchery, with

a laugh. " You risk yourself in such places 1 I thought it

was only poor devils like ourselves—

"

*'Ah ! my dear fellow," interrupted his companion, " it ia

as well to know everything." .

Then they talked sneeringly, with fiercely shining eyes,
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dfthe table d'h6te in La Rue des Martyrs, where fat Laure
Piedefer, for three francs, fed those women who were in

pecuniary difficulties. A nice hole it was, too ! All the

women kissed Laure on the mouth ! As tlie Countess
Babine quickly turned her head, having caught a word or

two of this talk, the two men drew back a little further, and
/aughed still more heartily. They had not noticed Georges
Hujon, who was listening to them, flushing so deeply that

his ears and girlish throat were all red. The boy was at

once filled with shame and delight. He had had eyes only
for Madame de Chezelles, since his mother had introduced
him to the salon. She was the only woman there whom
be thought had any chic.

And yet Nana surpassed her !

" I went yesterday to make some visits," said Madame
Hujon. "Georges accompanied me; and in the evening
Georges took me to the theatre. Yes, to the Vari6t6s, where
I have certainly not been before for ten years. This child

adores music. I must confess that I was not much amused,
but he was very happy. The plays nowadays are most
lingular. Nor did the music please me particularly."

"Are you not fond of music, Madame?" exclaimed
Madame du Joncquoy, raising her eyes to heaven. " Is it

possible that there is any one who is not fond of music?"
There was a general exclamation. No one said a word,

however, about this play at the Vari^tes, of which dear,

good Madame Hujon understood nothing. These ladies

knew all about it; but they said nothing—on the contrary,

they began an enthusiastic discussion upon the various
mjisters. Madame du Joncquoy liked only Weber ; while
Madame Chantereau's taste inclined to the Italian school.

The voices of these ladies were low and languishing, and
they spoke from the depths of their chairs. Count Muffat
listened to them without entering into the argument. It

seemed as if there were a little intoning, like a chapel,

going on before that chimney.
"Come, now!" murmured Vandeuvres to Fauch^ry

again, " we must invent a woman for to-morrow. Suppose
W3 ask Steiner."

" Oh ! Steiner " said the Journalist, " we don't want any
>f his Belection.

'
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Vatideuvres, meanwhile, seemed to be buried in thought
" I have it !

" he cried, eagerly. " I met Foucarmont the

other day, with a lovely little creature. I shall go and tell

him he must bring her !

"

And he called Foucarmont, and the two men exchanged
a few rapid words. But a complication seemed to arise,

for they threaded their way through the ladies' long trains,

and found another youth, whom they drew into the em-
brasure of a window.

Fauchery, left alone, went toward the chimney just as

Madame du Joncquoy was saying that she could never hear
Weber played without seeing lakes, and forests, and the
sun rising and setting behind the hills. Some one touched
his shoulder, and Fauchery, turning, saw that it was La
Faloise, who said, reproachfully :

" Don't you intend to get me an invitation for that
supper to-morrow ?

"

Fauchery was about to answer, when Vandeuvres reap-

peared.

"It seems," he said, in a low voice, "that Foucarmont
has not much to do with that woman. She is the especial

property of that boy over there. She can't come; but
Foucarmont says that he will try and bring Louise, of the
Palais Royale."

"Monsieur de Vandeuvres," said Madame Chantereau,
raising her voice, " is it not true that Wagner was hissed

on Sunday ?
"

"Most fiercely, Madame," he replied, advancing with
his usual politeness ; then, as no one offered to detain him,
he drew back again and continued his conversation with
the men about him.

"I must see," he said, "if some of those youiig fellows
don't know any women."

Presently he was seen, smiling and gracious, going from
man to man in the salon. He mingled with each group,
and slipped a word or two into the ear of each man, who
turned with a wink of intelligence. It was like a mot
d'ordre, which he distributed with his easy air of distinc-

tion—the same phrase to each. Such matters make them-
selves understood with very few words, and the sentimental
dissertations of the ladies on music covered his voice.
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"No; don't talk to me of your Germans," repeated

Madame Chantereau. " Music is gayety and light. Have
you heard Patti in Le Barbier ?

"

" Delicious !
" murmured Leonide, who only drummed

opera airs on the piano.
" Now I am going to shock you all

!

" cried Madame
Hujon. " I admit frankly that I do not understand one
any better than the other. When an air pleases me, it

pleases me, and that is all there is about it."

The Countess rose as she saw her daughter Estelle enter

the room, whom she had sent to give an order for tea.

As a table was being relieved of its thousand and one
incumbrances by a footman, the Countess riveted her

eyes on the Comte de Vandeuvres. She smiled faintly,

and her parted lips disclosed her white teeth. As the

Count passed her, she said :

" What are you plotting, Monsieur de Vandeuvres ?
"

" I, Madame ? " he answered, quietly. " I am plotting

nothing whatever."

"Ah ! I Saw you so very busy, but now I wish to make
you useful."

And she put an album into his hands, and begged him
to lay it upon the piano, and then sent him to ask the

ladies if they would take tea or chocolate. But all the

same, occupied as he was, he managed, going or coming,

to whisper in Fauchery's ear, that they would have Tatan
Nene, who had the most beautiful voice in Paris, and
Maria Blond, who had just made her debut at the Folies.

Meanwhile, La Faloise stood a little apart deliberately

waiting for an invitation. He finally ended by asking for

one. Vandeuvres engaged him to bring Clarisse, and, as

La Faloise afifected some scruples, he said, en passant

:

" If I ask you to come, that is enough. I will present you.

The more persons I ask the better will she be pleased !

"

La Faloise wanted to know the name of-this mysterious
" she." But the Comtesse had recalled Vandeuvres, whom
she questioned in regard to the manner in which English
people made tea. He went to England often, and had
horses running there. According to him, only Russians
knew how to make tea, and he gave her the receipt. Then,
M if another current of thought were all the time going
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on within him, he suddenly started off, and, looking

around the room, asked where the Marquis was, and if

they were not going to see him.
" Certainly you are," answered the Countess. *'At all

events he promised to come, and I confess to becoming a
little uneasy. His business must have detained him
much later than he supposed."
Vandeuvres smiled discreetly. He, too, seemed to have

some idea of the precise nature of the Marquis de Chouard's
labors. He determined to obtain from tliat gentleman the

name of a very beautiful woman, with whom he was some-
times seen, and therefore waited a Avhile longer. Fauch^ry
said that the time had come for him to give the invitation

to the Comte Muffat, for it was growing late.

"Are you in earnest? " asked Vandeuvres, who really

nad supposed it a jest.
•' In earnesi ? To be sure I am. If I fail to do her bid-

ding she will tear out my eyes."
" Then I must assist you, that is all."

The clock struck eleven. The Countess, assisted by her
daughter Esteile, poured out tea. As there were only
the habitues of the fiouse present, there was no ceremony,
and the cups were handed to and fro, as well as plates

with buttered rolls. The ladies sat before the fire drink-

ing their tea slowly. From music the conversation fell to

confectioners. Boissier Avas the only place to go for things,

and to Catherine for ices. There was no vivacity of speech,

a certain lassitude had invaded the salon. Steiner had
again captured the Deputy, and kept him cornered. Mon-
sieur V^not, whose teeth were spoiled by over-indulgence
in sweecs, nibbled his cakes with a noise like a young
mouse , while the Chief of Bureau, with his nose in a cup
of chocolate, seemed inclined to keep it there for the next
hour. The Countess went slowly from one to another,
discovering the tastes of each without pertinacity oi

entreaties, lingered for a moment by the men, and smiled
and went on. The heat of the tire had flushed her cheek,
and she seemed the sister of her daughter, the thin dark
girl at her side. As she approached De Fauchery, who
was talking with her husband and Vandeuvres, she
fioticed that they ceased speaking. She passed on, and
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offered the cup of tea she held in her hand to Georges
Hujori.

"A lady asks you to supper," said the Journalist, gayly,

addressing the Comte Muff'at. That gentleman, who had
preserved a gloomy expression all the evening, seemed
much astonished as he asked, " What lady ?

"

" Oh ! Nana," answered Vandeuvres, abruptly.

The Comte became very grave. His eyelids trembled a
little, while a certain uneasiness flitted over his face.

" You have been to her house," continued Vandeuvres.
"What! Been to her nousei Ah! to be sure, the

other day for the Charitable Association of which I am a
member. I had forgotten that. No matter, I do not
know her, and therefore it would be impossible for me to

accept."

His tone was ice itself, as if to indicate that he regarded
this as a jest, and also as in the worst possible taste. A man
Tike himself was out of place nt the table of such a woman,
Vandeuvres cried out at this ; it was a supper of artists;

talent covered a multitude of sins. But without listening

to Fauch^ry, who began to tell the story of a dinner where
the Prince d'Ecosse, the son of the Queen, was seated at

the side of a former singer in a Cafe Concert, the Comte
repeated his refusal ; he even showed considerable irritation

veiled by an effort at extreme courtesy.

In the meantime. La Faloise and Georges, as they drank
their tea, had heard considerable of what was going on.

"Ah ! it is at Nana's," murmured La Faloise ;
" and just

what I suspected."

Georges said nothing, but his color rose and his eyes
flashed. In the last few days he had made rapid strides

in a path of vice.

"I do not know her address,!' added La Faloise.
" Boulevard Haussmann, between La Rue do I'Arcade

and La Rue Pasquier, third floor," said Georges, breathlessly.
And as the other looked at him with surprise, the boy

added in an embarrassed, but consequential tone

:

*' I am going; she asked me this morning."
A great stir now took j^lace in the salon. Faiichery

and Vandeuvres could not urge the Comte, and the Mar-
auis de Chouard entered. All the men hurried forward to
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greet him. He advanced slowly, and with apparent diffi«

culty. He stopped in the centre of the room. His face was
pale, and he blinked his eyes as if he came out of some
dark place and was blinded by the lights.

" I was afraid, dear father," said the Comtesse, " that I

was not to see you to-night, and in that case I should have
been uneasy until to-morrow."
He looked at her as if he did not quite understand what

she said. His nose, which was large, had a swollen look,

while his under lip hung down. Madame Hujon, seeing

him so overcome, felt a great compassion for him.
"You -work too hard," she said. "You ought to rest.

At our age we should leave work to the young people."

"Work! oh, yes, work !" he stammered, after awhile.
"There is always too much work."

^
.,

He sank into a chair, passing his hand with a gesture

that was habitual to him through his white hair, whose
scanty curls were pushed behind his ears.

"At what are you working so late ? " asked Madame da
Joncquoy. "*I thought you were at the reception at th«

Minister"'s."

The Countess interposed. " My father is drawing up
an important bill."

" Yes, an important bill," he said. "A very important

one. It is in connection with the manufactories. I am
anxious that Sunday shall be more respected. It is a great

shame that the government will not take more vigorous

steps. The churches are empty, and we are hastening to

destruction."

Vandeuvres looked at Fauchery. Both of them were
behind the Marquis. When Vandeuvres took him aside and
asked him about the beautiful woman they had seen with
him, he affected the greatest surprise. He had seen that

several of the young men were listening with all their

ears, and declared that he knew of no such person ; could

she have been Madame Dechard, with whom he occasion-

ally spent a day or two at Viroflay ? Vandeuvres found
his- revenge in saying,, qiiietly

:

" Where can you have been ? Your elbow is covered

with spiders' webs and plaster."

"My elbow!" the old man answered, slightly embar
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rassed. "Ah ! to be sure, I must have touched some dirty

comer as I came down-stairs from my office.*'

Several persons now went away. It was nearly mid-
night. A valet, aided by a woman-servant, noiselessly re-

moved the empty cups scattered about the room. The
ladies in front of the fire had contracted their circle, and
talked more freely than earlier in the evening. The salon

itself was half asleep; long shadows seemed creeping up the

walls. Then Fauchery spoke of retiring, but lingered once
more to watch the Countess Sabine. She was reposing

from her exertions as mistress of the house, and had taken

her usual seat and was silently watching a half-consumed
log of wood, with a face so delicately pale and self-con-

trolled that his doubts were strengthened. In the fire-light,

the three black hairs of the mole she had on her cheek
glittered like gold, and resembled Nana's precisely. Me
could not refrain from saying a word or two about it in the

ear of Vandeuvres, who had never noticed it, and both
continued the parallel between the Countess and Nana.
They found a vague resemblance in the mouth and chin,

but the eyes were totally unlike. Then, too, Nana had a

jolly, good-natured air, while the Countess suggested a
sleeping cat, with claws lightly sheathed.

"I don't know what to think of her," said Fauchery.
Vandeuvres touched him on the elbow, and nodded to-

ward Estelle, who sat stiff and erect on her tabouret just in

front of them. Involuntarily they had raised their voices,

and she must have heard them, but of this she gave no
sign. They drew back a little, and Vandeuvres told Fau-
chery that the Countess was one of the best and purest of

women.
But at this moment the voices by the chimney were

elevated. Madame du Joncquoy was saying

:

" I have admitted that Monsieur de Bismarck is possibly

a man of talent, but genius is a vastly different thing."

They had evidently returned to their old subject of

dispute.
" What ! Monsieur Bismarck again !

" murmured Fau»
ch^ry. " This time I am off for good !

"

" Wait 1 " said Vandeuvres^ " we must have a deciaiv*

word from the Count."
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Count Muffat was talking with his father-in-law and sev-

eral of the elder men. Vandeuvres took him aside and
renewed his invitation, and said that he was himself going
to the supper. A man could go anywhere. No one would
attribute to him worse motives than curiosity.

The Comte listened in silence to their arguments with a
etony face. Vandeuvres felt that he was hesitating, when
the Marquis de Chouard approached with an interrogative

air, and when he understood the question under discussion

—

and the invitation had been extended to himself, he looked
stealthily at his son-in-law, while the color rose to his pale
face and suffused it with red patches. There was a long
Bilence, which was not without its awkwardness, but they
encouraged each other, and would undoubtedly have
ended by accepting, if Comte Muffat had not suddenly no-
ticed Monsieur Venot's eyes fixed upon him intently. The
little old man was no longer smiling; his sharp eyes glit-

tered like steel in his sallow face.
" No," repeated the Count, in a tone that was so firm and

distinct that there was nothing more to be said.

The Marquis refused with even more energy. He
indulged in a little morality. The higher classes owed it to
themselves to set a good example.
Fauchery smiled and shook hands with Vandeuvres.

He did not linger then, but departed at once, because it

was necessary that he should go to work on an article,

"At Nana's, precisely at twelve o'clock," he said, in a low
voice. La Faloise left also. Steiner, who had made his
Adieux to the Countess, was already at the door. Other
men followed them, and the words "At Nana's, precisely

at twelve o'clock," was heard from lip after lip as they put
on their paletots in the ante-room. Georges, who of course
could not go until his mother gave the word, was on the
threshold, ready with the exact address. Fauchery, before
he left, took one more glance into the salon. Vandeuvres
had returned to the circle of women, and was laughing
with Leonide de Ch^zelles. Comte Muffat and the Mar-
quis de Chouard had joined in the conversation, while
good Madame Hujon drowsed in her arm-chair. Half
toncealed by her ample skirts was little Monsieur V^not,
»rho had regained his "smiles. Twelve o'clock struck slowly.



" Do you really think," resumed Madame du Joncquoy,
" that Monsieur de Bismarck will make war on us and will

beat us ? For Heaven's sake do not say that !

"

And everybody laughed at Madame Chantereau, who had
advanced this monstrous idea, which she had imbibed
in Alsace, where her husband had some manufactories.

" We have the Emperor fortunately," said Comte Muffat^
with all his official solemnity.
These were the last words heard by Fauch^ry. He

closed the door with one glance more at the Comtesse Sa-
bine. She was conversing with the Chief of Bureau and
Beemed absorbed in what that gentleman was saying. H«
had certainly been deceived. It was very strange I

" Well ! are you coming ? " cried La Faloise.

And as they separated in the street they said:
" I shall see you at Nana's to-morrow ?

"

** Oh 1 to be iure. To-morrow at Nana's."
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CHAPTER V.

A MIDNIGHT SUPPER.

EARLY in the morning Zoe surrendered the apartment

to a Maitre d'H6tel sent by Brebant with his staflF of

aides and gargons.

It was Brabant who was to furnish everything—the sup-

per, glass and china, linen and flowers, as well as chairs

and sofas. Nana could not have discovered a dozen nap-

kins in her wardrobe, and although she had not had
time to arrange her surroundings according to her new
prospects, she preferred to have the restaurant come to her

rather than go to the restaurant. It seemed to her much
more chic. She wished to inaugurate her great success by
a f^te, a supper, to which she could invite as many as she

pleased.

As the dining-room was too small, the Maitre d'Hotel

had had the table laid in the salon—a table for twenty-five

guests, a little too close together possibly.
" Is everything ready ? " asked Nana, as she came in a

few moments after twelve.

"Ah! I don't know," answered Zoe, crosslv. "Heaven
be praised ! I have had nothing to do with it all. They
have upset everything in the kitchen, and everywhere else,

too. I have not interfered with them in any way. The
two others have been here twice."

By the " two others " Zoe meant the two old friends of

Nana—the merchant and Du Valoque, whom Nana had
decided to dismiss, certain as she was of the future, and
desiring to shed her old skin, as she delicately expressed
herself.

" They are great nuisances 1 " she murmured. " If they
come back again, threaten them with the police

!

"

Then she called Daguenet and Georges, who were in the

Rnte-room removing their overcoats and hats. They had
both waited for her at the stage door—Passage des Panor*
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amas—and she had brought them home in her fiacre. She
did not wish to leave them alone to bore each other, as no
one else had arrived. They might come into her dressing-

room, where Zo^ was about to arrange her dress a little.

A few white roses were placed in her hair and on her cor-

sage. The tiny room was filled with the furniture from
the salon and dining-room, which had been rolled in there
—gu^ridons, sofas and chairs, standing with their feet in

the air. As she turned, her skirt caught in a castor, and
was torn, whereat she spoke violently, saying that such
things only happened to her. She tore off her dress—

a

simple white foulard, exquisitely delicate and soft in

its clinging folds. But she put it on again almost
immediately, not happening to find another that

hit her fancy, and with tears in her eyes declared it was a
shame that she should be dressed like a rag-picker. Dar
guenet and Georges pinned up the rent, while Zoe rear-

ranged her hair. The whole three busied themselves about
her, and finally laughed, when Daguenet told her that it

was not more than fifteen minutes past twelve. She had
hurried the third act of the Blonde Venus, and cut it

wherever she dared, in her anxiety to be at her rooms a
little in advance of her guests.

" Yes, I did cut a little," she answered. "Anyway, it is

always too good for that crowd of gaping idiots. Did you
Bee the audience to-night? Zo6, don't go to bed; stay here;
I may need you. Here they come !

"

And she ran away. Georges was half sitting on the floor,

where he had been arranging her skirt. He colored when
Daguenet looked at him, but the two seemed to have taken
a great fancy to each other. They retied the knots of their

cravats at the tall Psyche, and gave each other's coats,

which were white from Nana's powder, a little friendly
brush.

" It looks just like sugar !

" said Georges, with his boyish
laugh,

A lacquey, hired for the night, showed the guests into
the little salon—a very small room, in which only four
chairs had been left to accommodate all these people,

From the large salon next came the clatter of silver and
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glass, while from under the door came a streak of bright

light.

Nana, on coming in, found Clarissa installed in one of

the fauteuils—Clarisse Besnus, who had been brought by
La Faloise.

" So, you are the first ? " Nana exclaimed, familiarly.
" Yes, he and I," answered Clarisse, with a little ill-

natured nod toward La Faloise. "He was in deadly terror

lest he should be late. If I had listened to him, I should
not have even taken time to take off my rouge and my
wig !

"

The young man, who saw Nana for the first time, came
forward and bowed, speaking of his cousin, and concealing

his embarrassment under the most exaggerated politeness.

But Nana hardly listened, shook hands with him hastily,

and went forward to receive Rose Mignon, at that moment
announced.

All at once she became amiable and extremely courteous.

"Ah ! dear Madame, I am so much obliged to you for

coming— "

"And I am rejoiced at doing so, I assure you," answered
Rose, not to be outdone in politeness.

"Take this chair. What can I give you?

"

" Nothing, thanks. Steiner, I have forgotten my fan

;

it is in the pocket of my pelisse— the right pocket,

Steiner."

Steiner and Mignon had followed her closely. The
Banker went back and got the fan, while Mignon, in the
most fraternal manner, kissed Nana, and compelled Rose
to do the same. Were they not all the same family at this

theatre ? Then he winked, as if to encourage Steiner to fol-

low the example ; but he, disturbed by an expression he
read on the face of Rose, contented himself by pressing a

kiss on Nana's hand.
" Madame Blanche, Monsieur Le Comte Xavier de Van-

deuvres," announced the valet.

Deep bows were exchanged. Nana, the very embodiment
of ceremonious politeness, led Blanche de Sevry to a sofa.

Each tried to rival the other in politeness.

In the meantime Vandeuvres was telling how Fauch^ry
Uad got into a dispute witn the concierge, because he had
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refused to admit Lucy Stewart's carriage. Before ehe
appeared, however, she was heard in the ante-room show-
ering opprobrious epithets on the concierge.

But when the lacquey opened the door, she advanced
with her usual smiling grace, introduced herself and took
both Nana's hands, saying that she had loved her as soon
as she saw her.

Nana, whose vanity was flattered by the r51e she was
playing of mistress of the house, thanked her in some con-

fusion. She seemed, too, to be uneasy as soon as Fauchery
appeared. She went to him as soon as she could, and
said, in a low voice

:

"Will he come?"
" No ; he did not choose to," answered the Journalist,

abruptly, on being attacked thus suddenly—although he
had prepared a very nice little story to excuse the refusal

of Comte MufiFat.

He realized his stupidity when he saw the sudden
pallor of the young girl, and he tried to soften his words.

" He could not, for he was obliged to show himself at

a Ministerial ball with his wife."
" Very well," murmured Nana, who in her heart sus«

pected him of some underhand proceedings. " I will settle

with you, my dear, some fine day !

"

"Ah !
" he answered, wounded by the threat. " I wish

you would not employ me to execute such commissions.
Ask Mignon or Labordette."

Tkey turned their backs to each other, and both were
very angry.

Steiner heard all this, and when he got an opportunity
he said to her in a low voice, with the good-natured cyni-

cism of a friend who wishes to please another

:

" You know that he is dying to come ; only he is afraid

of his wife. Will you not excuse him? "

Nana looked as if she did not understand. She smiled
and glanced at Rose, and at her husband, and then said
to the Banker, with a smile

:

" Monsieur Steiner, you will sit next to me."
At this moment gay laughter came from the ante-room,

and a great buzz of voices, as if a whole convent had taken
8h«lter there, and Labordette appeared, bringing with him
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five women—his boarding-school, as Lucy Stewart wicks-

edly whispered.
There was Gaga, majestic in a robe of blue velvet, which

was so tight she could scarce breathe. Caroline Hequet
in black faille and Chantilly lace as usual ; then Lea de
Horn as badly dressed as was her habit; the fair and
pondrous Tatan Nene, a good-natured creature, with a
flood of senseless chatter at which everybody laughed,
and Marie Blond—a girl of fifteen—frightfully thin and
frightfully vicious, who had just made her debut at the
Folies. Labordette had brought them all in one carriage,

and they were still laughing at the manner in which they
had been crowded—Marie Blond on the knees of the

others. But they compressed their lips, bowed and
courtesied in the most comme il faut fashion. Gaga was
especially girlish, and displayed a great deal of manner.
Tatan Nene, who had been told on her way thither

that six negroes, in startling costume, would serve Nana'a
supper, looked a little uneasy and asked when they would
appear.

Labordette treated her with contempt, and bade her
hold her tongue.
"And Bordenave ? " asked Stein er.

" Oh ! isn't it too bad," cried Nana, " that he cannot be
nth us to-day ?

"

" Yes," said Rose Mignon ;
" he has sprained his ankle

frightfully. If you could hear him swear with his leg all

swathed, and up on a chair !

"

Then everybody mourned over Bordenave. No one
gave such good suppers as Bordenave. But he was pre-

sently forgotten, and another subject was advanced, when
all at once a loud voice was heard

:

'* Upon my word ! It is exactly as if I had just been
puried 1

"

Everybody started, everybody looked around. It was
Bordenave who spoke, standing on the threshold, flushed
and big, leaning on Simonne's shoulder. She was the
favorite of the moment. This girl, who had been well
educated and could play the piano and speak English,
was a delicate little blonde, so frail that she bent like a
reed under Bordenave's rough weight; but was sweetly
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imiling aud submiasive. He stood a few moments, feeling

that he and the pretty creature with him made quite a
tableau.

"I said to myself," he continued, "that I would come
if it killed me. And here I am 1 " He checked himself
and uttered a frightful oath.

Simonne had moved a little too fast for him. He gave
her a push, and she, without ceasing to smile, dropped
her pretty head like an animal afraid of being beaten, all

the time exerting the strength in her dimpled frame to

sustain him. Amid eager exclamations, a chair was rolled

forward, into which Bordenave allowed himself to drop,
while the other women placed another for his foot. And
all the actresses who were there, Jdssed him as a matter
of course.

He groaned and sighed ; but presently, as the pain
abated, exclaimed

:

" You will see that my appetite is all right, whatever
my ankle may be !

"

Other guests now arrived, and the small salon was abso-
lutely stifling. The clatter of silver and glass had ceased
in the next room, and a tremendous quarrel was appa-
rently going on ; while above all, the voice of the Maltre
d'H6tel was heard.
Nana began to grow impatient, and wondered, as all her

guests had arrived, why supper was not announced.
She sent Daguenet and Georges to ask what was going

on, and was considerably taken aback at seeing a number
of strangers, men and women, enter the room, whom she
had never before seen. '

In some embarrassment she turned to Bordenave, Mig*
non, and Labordette. They were no wiser than herself.

Then she hastily summoned the Comte de Vandeuvres ; he
suddenly remembered that they were the young men he
had asked at Comte MufFat's. Nana thanked him cor-

dially, but said more seats must be placed at the table

;

they would certainly be very crowded, and, after count-
ing, she begged Labordette to have seven additional plates
laid.

Hardly had he disappeared, than three more individuals
•Dtered the room, which would reaUy holdno more. Nana
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began to grow angry, and said, with her grand air, thai
really this was not convenable.

But, when two more appeared, she began to laugh, de-
claring that it was too ridiculous.

Only Gaga and Rose Mignon were seated; Bordenave
occupied two other chairs. The buzz of voices was occa-

sionally checked by light yawns.
"Tell me, my dear," said Bordenave, "are we to sit at

the table just the same—and is not every one here?"
" Certainly," she answered, with a laugh :

" we are all

here !

"

As she spoke she looked around and suddenly became
very serious as if astonished at the absence of some one
whom she expected. They would wait a few minutea
longer. Presently the guests perceived among them a tall,

gentlemanly man, with white hair and a magnificently
handsome beard. Strangely enough, no one had seen him
enter—he had glided into the little salon through a dooi
leading to the bed-room. A silence fell upon the room, fol>

lowed by low whispers. Comte de Vandeuvres knew who
this gentleman was, for he shook hands with him, but he
replied only with a smile, to the questions eagerly addressed
him by the women.
Then Caroline Hequet, in a low voice, said something

about an English Lord who was to leave the next day for

London, where he was to be married. This tale ran the
round of the ladies; but Maria Blond declared that he
was, on the contrary, a German Ambassador, whom she
had frequently seen with one of her friends.

Among the men, a few rapid words were exchanged.
He was evidently a person of importance and ample
means. It was probably he who paid for the supper

—

which was all very well, particularly if the supper were
good. But this point was yet to be settled. All at once
the Maltre d'Hotel threw open the folding doors into the
grand Salon.

" Madame is served !
" he said, loftily.

Nana had taken Steiner's arm without seeming to notice
that her unknown friend had taken a step or two toward
h^r. He dropped a little behind, and entered the room
alone. There was very little ceremony; the crowd wag
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really too great, and the men and women found it rathe?

amusing. A long table ran from one end to the other of

the large room, and yet this table was too small, for the

plates touched each other.

Four candelabras, with ten candles in each, were placed
at equal distances, an epergne Avith flowers in the centre.

The undoubted air of a restaurant pervaded the whole

—

the chipped china plates, the plated forks and spoons, tar-

nished and worn from constant washing, while the glass was
made up of different kinds. The arrangements suggested
a housewarming given before things were in their places,

on the occasion of a sudden increase of fortune. One lus-

tre was missing. The candles in the four candelabras
shed a very pale and yellow light over the compotiers and
bowls symmetrically arranged, in which fruit and confec-

tions alternated.
" You know," said Nana, " that you are all to sit just

where you please—it is much more amusing."
She stood in the centre of the table. The elderly gen-

tleman with the handsome face, whom no one knew, took
his place at her right, while she kept Steiner on her left.

A number of her guests slipped into their seats, when,
all at once, oaths were heard from the salon. Bordenave
had been forgotten, and he had the greatest difficulty in
disentangling himself from his two chairs, shouting as he
did so for that scamp of a Simonne who had fled with the
others.

The women all ran to him full of compassion. Borde-
nave presently appeared escorted and assisted by Caroline,
Clarisse, Tatan Nene, and Maria Blond ; but it was with no
small difficulty that he was installed.

" He must sit opposite Nana ! '" cried some one. " Bor-
denave in the middle—he must preside !

"

The ladies seated him directly opposite Nana, but he
needed a second chair. Two of the women carefully
raised his lame foot and stretched it out. He must sit

with his side to the table, but that would not matter, he
could eat iust as well.

He had Rose on one side and Lucy Stewart on the
other, and they promised to take good care of him. At
last every one was established. The Comt.e de Vandeu*
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vres was between Lucy Stewart and Clarisse—Fauch^rj
between Rose Mignon and Caroline Hequet. Hector d«
Faloise hurried to secure a place by Gaga's side. Daguene<
and Georges Hujon were at the end of the table among
the younger men.

It was suddenly discovered that two persons were stand-
ing, and all the chairs were moved closer together. This
time it was proposed that two should eat from the same
plates, and Steiner politely offered to take Nana on his

knees. Clarisse, who could not move her elbows, told

Vandeuvres that she should rely on his feeding her.

Bordenave, all this time, was occupying the places of three
persons with his chairs. The guests were packed, as Mig-
non said, like herring in a barrel.

^^Puree d'asperges Comtesse. Consommk. a la Deslignac,^^

murmured the waiters, carrying the soup behind the
guests.

Bordenave advised every one to take the consomme,
when there arose an outcry of dismay. Three late guests

arrived—one woman and two men. This was really too

much. Nana half closed her eyes to see who these new-
comers were. The woman was Louise Violaine, but she did
not think she had ever seen the men.
"My dear," said Vandeuvres, "this gentleman is a Naval

officer, and a friend of mine, whom I took the liberty of
asking—Monsieur de Foucarmont."
Foucarmont bowed with easy grace.

"And I," he said, smilingly, "ventured to bring with me
a friend."

"All right !

" said Nana. " Try and find a seat. Clarisse,
can't you move a little closer to your neighbor? You are
too wide apart down there."

Her guests obeyed, and Foucarmont and Louise found
a small corner, but the friend sat at some distance, and
could only eat over his neighbor's shoulder. The waiters
took away the soup plates, and creponeltes de la perdeaux aux
tniffes and rnohys au "parmesan circulated.

Bordenave stirred up the whole table by saying that he
had had an idea of bringing with him PruUifere, Fontan,
and old Bosc.

Nana adopted an air of dignity, and said coldly that she
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would have received them possibly in away they would not
have liked. If she had wanted any of them, she would
have invited them herself. Old Bose was always tipsy,

and Fontan was unendurable, with his stupidity and
noise: strolling players were always out of place with
gentlemen.

" That is true," murmured Mignon.
In dress coats and white cravats, which in themselves

gave an air of distinction, the men sat erect around the
table. The white-haired stranger was as elegant and re-

served in manner, as if presiding at a Congress of Diplomats,
Vandeuvres' manner could not have been more polished^

had he been sitting at the table of the Comtesse de Muffatr

That morning Nana had said to her aunt that, so far as the
men went, she could not have better ; they were all noble,

or rich—and all chic.

As to the women, they did very well. Some of them^-
Blanche, Led de Horn and Louise Violaine—had come
decollet^e, but Gaga was the only one who waa out-

rageously so, although at her age she would have looked
much better had the contrary been the case. The suppei
was not very gay, and Georges thought he had been
present on livelier occasions, among the Bourgeois at

Orleans. There was very little conversation ; the men who
did not know each other looked askance ; the women were
quiet, and altogether the scene was a surprise to George*
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CHAPTER VL

A SUPPER PARTY.

THE fish was being served—a Carpe du Rhin, a la Oiarw-

bord—when Blanche exclaimed aloud:
" Lucy, my dear, I met your Olivier, Sunday. How he

has grown !"

" He is eighteen," answered Lucy, " which fact makes
me pretty old. He left for school again yesterday."

Her son Olivier, of whom she spoke always with much
pride, was being educated at the Naval School.

After this the conversation turned on children. All these

ladies became quite tender and demonstrative. Nana said

that her little son, her Louis, was now.at his aunt's, who
brought him to see her every morning at eleven, and she
took him into her bed, where he played witli Lulu, her
great cat. It Avas the funniest thing in the world to see
the two roll over and over, and hide in the coverings.

" I passed such a day yesterday !
" began Rose Mignon,

in her turn. " Just think of it. 1 went to see Charles and
Henri at their boarding school, and nothing would do but
I must take them to the theatre. They declared that they
would see me play ; and they jumped upon me like crazy
things, clapping their hands."
Mignon smiled complacently with a mist in his eyes, of

paternal tenderness.

"And, at the representation," he corttinued, "they were
go droll—as solemn as little owls—watching Rose, and
asking me why their mother wore skirts so short."

Everybody laughed, and Mignon felt that his triumph
was complete—his pride as a father was highly gratified.

He adored children, and had only one care, which was to

increase their fortune by managing with infinite pains the
money gleaned by Rose at the theatre and elsewhere.

When he married her, he was the leader of the orchestra in

the Caf6 Concert, where she sang. At that time they loved
each other passionately, now they were only very good
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between them; she worked with all her heart and sou^
)Tiaking the most of her talent and her beaut}^ ; while he
liad thrown aside his violin, that he might better watch over
Iier success as a woman and an artist. Never was there &
in6nii2e more commonplace or more united.

" How old is the eldest? " asked Vandeuvres.
" Henri is nine," answered Mignon. " And a wild

one."

Then, he attacked Steiner, who did not like children, and
t.'>ld him squarely, that if he had an}-, he would not spend
his money in such a foolish yfa,y. He spoke to the Banker
over his wife's shoulder, watching him closel)'- all the time,
to discover, if possible, on w^hat terras he was with Nana.
After a while he became annoyed at Rose and Fauchery,
who were talking very earnestly together. Why on earth
did Rose waste her time in that way ! and with his white
hands, on the little finger of which sparkled a diamond, he
cut another mouthful of filet.

The conversation on children continued. La Fuloise was
greatly disturbed by Gaga's vicinity. He asked her about
her daughter, whom he had had the pleasure of seeing at
the Variety witii her. Lilii was weii, but she was so very
childish. The young man was surprised when he heard
that she was in her nineteenth year. Gaga became more
and more imposing in his eyes, and he asked why she had
not brought Liili with her.

" Oh 1 no ; that would never do !
" she aDSwered, with a

shocked air. " It is not two months since she left her con-
vent. I thought of marrying her at once. But she loves
me 80 much that, entirely against my will, I yielded to
her entreaties."

Her reddened eyelids, with their scant}' lashes, quivered
as she spoke of her daughter's establishment. She said
that she had not been able to put by a sou ; and that it

svas much better for a woman to marry early. She leaned
toward La Faloise, who colored at the contact of this large
shoulder covered thick with enamel.

" You know," she murmured, " that it will not be my
fault if she does not do well."

There was a good deal of movement about the table,

7
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the gargons were hurrying here and there. The Maltre

d'Hotel, who up to this time had only offered Meursault,

now presented Chateau Latour and L^oville. Covered by
the noise, Georges, much astonished, found an opportunity

of asking Daguenet if all these ladies had children, and
the latter was so amused at this question, that he gave a

few particulars.

Lucy Stewart was the daughter of a man of English

origin, an employe at the Northern Railway Station ; she

was thirty-nine, with a head like a horse, but withal very
charming—consumptive, but likely to live for years. She
was really the most chic of these ladies—three Princes and
a Duke

—

Caroline Hequet was bom at Bordeaux ; her father was a

clerk who had died of shame ; her mother was a woman of

brains, who, notwithstanding the fact that he had cursed

her when he learned of her disgrace, was adroit enough to

induce him to overlook her fault. The daughter Avas

twenty-live, cold in character and appearance, but was re-

garded everywhere as beautiful. The mamma was very
orderly ; she kept her books with her receipts and ex-

penses, managing the whole house from the small apart-

ment which she occupied on the second floor in La Rue
Francois 1st, and where she carried on a dress-making
establishment.

As to Blanche de S^vry—her real name was Jacqueline
Bandu—she came from a village near Amiens ; she was a
wonderful personage, never speaking the truth under any
circumstances—calling herself the granddaughter of a Gen-
eral, and declared she was not thirty-two—greatly admired
by the Russians on account of her etabonpoint. Then,
Daguenet rapidly ran over the others. Clarisse Besnus,
who began her career as a servant with a lady whose
husband had launched her ; Simonne Cabroche, daughter
of a furniture-dealer in the Faubourg Saint Antoine,
educated to become, a teacher; Maria Blond, Louise
Violaine, and Lea de Horn, had all grown up in the
(streets of Paris. Then there was Tatan Nen^, who had
kept cows in the country until she w:is twenty.
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excited, and astonished at this rough description given .

close in his ear, with indescribable coarseness of words,
^

while all tjie time the waiters repeated in respectful'

voices: .^'

"
Foulardes a la Marcchale—Filets de soles. Sauce ravi^ote.'*''

" My dear bo}-," said Daguenet, with an air of impor-
tance, "don't touch that fish, it is good for nothing at this

season. And take my advice, content yourself with the

Leoville : it is less treacherous."

Thirty- eight people were gasping for air around this

table and under these candelabra. The waiters ran here
and there, dropping grease on the carpet which had not
been lifted. But the supper was not gay. The ladies ate

little, sending their plates away almost untouched. Tatan
Nen^ was the only one among them who seemed to enjoy

what she ate. At this late hour of the. night, there was,
Zittle appetite, only a capricious fancy. ' '

''

The elderly gentleman at Nana's side refused every dish
;

He had taken nothing but a spoonful of potatoes, and
Jooked down in silence upon his empty plate. Discreef
yawns were indulged in, and heavy eyelids fell, while faces'

whitened with fatigue. The fact was that these suppers
could not be amusing if they were proper. It remained
to be seen what effect Champagne would have. Bordenave
was the only person who kept the party stirring. He sat"

with his leg comfortablysupported in another chair, and
allo'.ved himself, with the air of a Sultan, to be waited upon
by his two neighbors—Lucy and Rose.

They occupied themselves exclusively with him, and
watched his glass and his plate, which devotion by no
means silenced his complaints.

" Who intends to cut my meat for me ? " he asked, " the-
table is a mile away and I can't do it

!

"

Thereupon Simonne rose, and leaning over him cut his
meat for him. All the women were deeply interested in

what he ate, and offered him the dishes which they took
from the hands of the gar9ons.

,

'.

Simonne wiped his mouth, while Roue and Lucy
changed his plate. He thought this very nice, and at la»
condescended to express himself as somewhat pleased.
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" Yes, that is right, my good girl. A woman is made fol

just such purposes !

"

The conversation became general. Sorbets aux Mandarins
tv'as served. The hot rati was a fillet aux traffes, and the

.cold dish a galantine a la gclte.

Nana was vexed at the dulness of her guests, and began
feo talk very loud.

"You know that the Prince -d'Ecosse has already en-

gaged a stage-box for ' The Blonde Venus ' for the time that

he is here during the Exposition."
" I trust that all the Princes will call on us," muttered

Bordenave, with his mouth full.

" The Shah of Persia comes Sunday," said Nana.
Then Luc}'' Stewart spoke of the Shah's diamonds. It

seemed that he wore a tunic entirely covered with precious

stones which represented millions. And these ladies,

with a gleam of cupidity in their eyes, leaned forward
eagerly and talked of Emperors and Kings who were
expected. Every one dreamed of some royal caprice and
a fortune.

" Tell me, my dear," said Caroline H^quet to Vandeu-
vres, "how old is the Emperor of Russia?"
"Oh! he has no age at all!" answered the Count,

laughing. " I warn you, that you have nothing to expect
there

!

"

Nana drew herself up and looked ofifended. She would
not sanction such rudeness at her table. But Blanche in-

terposed, and spoke of the King of Italy, whom she had
once seen at Milan. He was not handsome, but all the
women liked him, and she looked quite disturbed when
V^ietor Fauchery told her that Victor Emmanuel w'ould not
probably come. Louise Violaine and Lea de Horn were
very curious about the Emperor of Austria. Suddenly
Uttie Maria Blond spoke up :

" The King of Prussia is an old idiot ! I was at Baden-
Baden last year, and he was never seen except with Count
Bismarck."
"Bismarck! Oh! I knew liim," interrupted Simonne.

*A most charming man he is, too!
"

" That was precisely what I was saying yesterday !

"

tried Vaudeuvres ;
" but no one would believe me."
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And, as at the Comtesse Sabine's, there was a lonoj di*
eussion in regard to ^lonsieur de Bismarck.
Vandcuvres used the very same words and phn t-e;:, aiuJ

one mi.cdit have believed one's self still in the Muff;iti;alou:

the ladies only were changed.
,

Precisely too, as on the i)revious eveninsr, thefe was a

talkabcit music. Then, Foucarmont having let drop a
word or tAvo, about the taking of the veil, in regard to

which all Pari« was gossiping, Nana became quite interest-^d

and insisted on hearing every detail about MademoisellQ
de Fougeray.

" Oh ! poor little soul—to bury her alive !
" The womer.

about the table were much touched, and Georges, wearied
at hearing all this a second time, cross-exami:i<Kl Dagucnet
as to Nana's daily life: when alas! the ennversation
came back with strange persistency to the Comte dd
Bismarck.
Tatan Nene leaned toward Labordette, to question him m

a whisper, as to whom this Bismarck might be. She knew
nothing of him, she said. Then Labordette, w«^h cojjI de-

liberation, began to tell her the most preposterous tales;

this Bismarclc ate raw meat; he regarded every woman aa

his lawful prey, and had thirty-two children, h^. being a
man of forty.

" Forty years old and thirty-two phildren !
" ciied TaUn

Nene, in utter stupefaction. "I never heard of such a

thing !

"

Tiie shout of laughter which ran around the <stb\tt

showed her that she was the subject of a joke,
*•* How stupid you are !

" she murmured. " Now how am
I to know when 3'ou are in jest !

"

Meanwhile Gaga had got no farther than the Exposition.
Like all the other ladies, she was full of joyous expecta-
tion. If Paris were full of strangers, she might hope aftei

the Exposition to retire to Juvisy and live in a pretty

house, on which she had had her eye for a long time.
Gaga became quite sentimental as she glanced at the

young man at her side.- La Faloise was evidently inter«

ested in her ; she wondered if he had money. He asl;e<i

for her address, which she gave with an affectation oi

timidity.
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" Look 1 " whispered Vandeuvres to Clarisse; " I actually
' beUcve that Gai^a has made a conquest of your Hector 1

"

.'• I dare say,"' answered the actress. " That boy is a fool

!

~^f' have dismissed him from my house at least tlirec times.

.When young fellows like that give themselves the airs of

5pid men, I am disgusted !

" •

She interrupted herself and nodded toward Blanche,

who, ever since dinner began, had held lierself in a most
Uncomfortable position, that the distinguished but elderly

Btranger might have a good opportunity of admiring hex

D'^ck and shoulders.
" Look out, my friend !

" said Clarisse, " it looks to me as

',tf you were about to be left in the lurcli, too !

"

Vandeuvres smiled faintly and shrugged his shoulders
'. W\th an, air of indifference. He was not the man, he said,

to prevent poor Blanche from having a success

!

f. The spectacle offered by Steiner to the whole table in-

. terosted him more. The Banker was celebrated for the

iejirnestness with Avhich he threw himself into his love af-
' fairs; this terrible German Jew—this man through whoso
hands millions daily passed, became absolutely imbecile

at such times. Never did a new actress appear on the

.boards of the theatres, if she were in the least pretty, that
' he did not pay his court to her. Enormous sums were
.'«ited that he had thus lavished. Twice he ha4 been
jiearly ruined. As Vandeuvres said, they paid a tribute

to morality by emptying his strong boxes.

A successful operation in the salt mines of the Landes
,
had restored to him all his prestige at the Bourse, and
Mignon for six weeks followed his example, but the tidbits

were gone, and Mignon got onl}"^ empty husks for his pains.

Nana's white teeth glistened. Once again was Steiner's

blood stirred, and so carried av/ay was he, that he sat next
..Nana as if stupefied. He did not eat, nor did he speaK.

His face was pale, but marbled with red spots. She had
"only to name a sum, but she was in no haste. She played
with him, whispered occasionally in his ear, and seemed to

Ond j;reat amusement in watchmg him. It would be

^ .qaite time to turn her attention more entirely in thia

'Erection if Comte Muffat persisted in playing Joseph.
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" L^oville or Chambertio ? " murmured a waiter, putting
his head between Steiner and Nana, just as the Banker,waa
Baying something in a low voice.

" What ! I don't know ! Whichever you please," stam-
mered tiie Banker, in utter contusion.

Vandeuvres thought this very droll. He touche<l Lucy
Stewart, who had a ver}' wicked tcn^me, and cared little

what she said when she was fairly started.

Steiner ho-d that evening exasperated Lucy. She
sneered

:

" It is the Jbniquier affair over again ! You remember
Jonquier, who was so intimate with Rose, don't you?
Well, Mignon managed that, and when the fancy was over he
took the Banker back to Rose just as if lie had been a re-

t)entant husband. But this time it won't be so easy, for Nana
Is not the woman to give up the men that are lent to her."

*' But what is going on now? " asked Vandeuvres.
"Just look at the way Mignon is glaring at his wife I"

He leaned forward and saw Rose devoting herself to

Pituchery, which fully explained Lucy Stewart's anger.

He laughed.

"The deuce take it! " he exclaimed. "Are you jealous?

"

"Jealous !
" answered Lucy, in a rage. " Do you think

that if Rose wants Leon, that I am not ready to give him
to her? What is he worth? A bouquet a week, that is

all ! These actresses are all alike. Rose raved when she
read Leon's article on Nana. I know it, I tell you 1 Then,
of course, it was necessary that she should have an article,

and she has got it."

She checked herself, and said to a gargon who etood
behind her with a bottle in each hand

:

" Chambertin."
Then she began again, lowering her voice

:

" I don't propose to make a row—it is not my way, but
if I were her husband I would settle her pretty quickly.

The idea of her making such a dead set at Fauchery I Litti€

does she know about him. He hangs on to women merely
to make his own position I A nice set of people this I

"

Vandeuvres tried to calm her.

Bordenave at this moment, temporarily deserted by RoM
ind by Lucy, fell into a rage, and declared that they
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intended to let him die of hunger and thirst. This mad«
people laugh. No one eat anything now. The dessert was
on the table, and merely trifled -with ; but the Cham-
pagne had loosened their tongues, and the women leaned
their arms on the table, while the men, in order to be more
at ease, threw themselves back in their chairs, and the long
line of guests was thus broken. It was very warm in the
room, and the air was so heavy that even the candles did
not burn well. Occasionally, when a head was quickly
turned, a diamond ear-ring flashed ; other things caught
the light: laughing eyes, white teeth, and the reflection of
the candelabra on a glass of champagne. Questions were
asked to which no one waited for replies ; the gues^i? called
from ono end of the table to the other; there was loud
laughter and much gesticulation. But it was the gargons
who made the most noise. They seemed to think tl^cm-

eelves in the corridors of their restaurant, and served the
dessert with many guttural exclamations.

" My children !
" cried Bordenave, " remember that you

have to play to-morrow- Look out and don't t^nke toe

much Champagne."
" I have drank all known liquids," said Foucannr>nt, " in

the five quarters of the gl^be. The most wonderfu' wines,
and the most extraordinary combinations of flavors, alco-

hols that ought to kill a man. but they never did arvthing
to me. I was never intoxicated. I have tried to be, but it

was of no use ; I cannot."
He was very pale, and sat well back in his chair as ho

emptied glass after glass.
" No matter !

" murmured Louise Violaine, " don't '^rink
'any more

;
you have had enough. I don't want to take

care of you the rest of the night?'
Two waiters were making the rounds of the table "with

the Champagne. Lucy Stewart's cheeks wore the pecu)i?vT

hectic flush common to consumptives, while Rose Iiiig-

Don's eyes floated in a tender mist. Tatan Nen6 waa
conscious that she had eaten too much, and was smiling
vaguely afr her folly. The other women were all talking
together, telling their private affairs—». quarrel with ?
coachipan, a projected excursion to the country, ai?d Boin.a

lomplicated tales of lovers, stolen or borrowed. But a
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fOTiTig man next Georges, having taken it into bis head to

embrace l^ea de Horn, received an enerjrctic slap with a " Lei
1,1" il'ii . i!" you please! " full of superb indignation ; and
(^ •; \ V. : V tipsy and much excited, hesitated a little be-

fore e.vecuLing an idea that was slowly ripening in liis mind
—which was to get down on the floor, crawl like a little

dog on four paws, and lie down at Nana's feet. No one
would see him, and he would be perfectly quiet. Dague-
net having told the young man at Lea's side to be quiet,

Georges felt as if he himself had been scolded : it was really

too bad, and big tears came to his eyes. Daguenet laughed
at him a little, bade him swallow some water, and asked,

him how he was to get on in the world, if three glasses of
Champagne upset him in this way.
"At -Havana," said Foucarmont, in a loud voice, "there

was a brandy made from wild Bay that is like fire. Well! one.
evening I drank more than a quart ; it did not do anything
to me; and more than that, on another occasion, on the
shores of Coramandel, the savages gave us a mixture of
red pepper and vitriol—it did not afiect me. No; it is no
use, I cannot get tipsy !

"

He had all at once taken a dislike to the face of La
Faloise, who sat opposite him. He sneered and uttered a
few disagreeable words. La Faloise, whose head was dizzy,

was restless, and sat very close to Gaga. He was looking for

his handkerchief, somel)ody had taken his handkerchief,
which he demanded with the persistency of a drunken
man, asking every one, and looking on the floor. When
Gaga sought to soothe him, he murmured :

'' But it h too provoking. My initials and a coronet are
in the corner. It may be most compromising.''

" It is indeed too bad, Monsieur Falamoise—Lamafois9—^lafaloise!" cried Foucarmont, thinking it very Avitty to

ihus distort the young man's name.
But La Faloise did not see the wit. He blustered and

talked of his ancestors, and threatened to throw a carafe

at Foucarniont's head. The Count de Vandei^vres inter-

fered and told La Faloise that Foucarmont was a privileged

jester. Everybody laughed, which so disturbed La Faloise

tiiat he seated himself and ate his bread with the meek
obedience of a child when his cousin bade him do sg
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Saga drew her chair close to his, but he continued to loolt

Mixiously around, and at intervals asked for his handker-
chief. Then Foucarmont turned his attention and his wit

toward Labordette across the table. Louise Violaine

tried to make him hold his tongue, because, when he
bad been tormenting other people in this way, it was
always the worse for her. He insisted on calling Labor-
dette " Madame," which be seemed to think very brilliant.

He repeated it over and over again, while Labordetto
shrugged his shoulders and said

:

" You had better be quiet. That is a very stupid thing
to say."

As Foucarmont continued, and arrived at insults with-

out any one knowing why, he ceased to notice him, but
addressing the Count, said:

" Will you, sir, induce your friend to be quiet ? I do not
p;ish to quarrel."

Everybody felt that he was in the right, but that was no
reason why the entertainment should be spoiled. Van-
flcuvres insisted on his friend addressing Labordette as

•'Sir," instead of "JNIadame," and the other men, Mignon.
Bteiner, and Bordenave interfered, all talking loudly and
together.

The elderly gentleman at Nana's side alone was silent

and dignified. On his lips was the same weary little smile

/)e had worn all the evening.
" My dear," said Bordenave, "shall Ave not take our cof-

fee here? We are very comfortable."

Nana did not instantly reply. She had not seemed to

herself to be at home. Everybody called the waiters and
was as much at ease as if at a restaurant, while she, the

mistress of the house, devoted herself to stout little Stei-

ner, who was choking, with apoplexy at her side. She
listened to his whispers and shook her head provokingly.

The Champagne she had taken, had called a brighter color

to her cheeks, her eyes were more sparkling than ever, and the

Banker lost his head. When she turned her throat he saw
near her ear a reflection like satin, which drove him mad.
Apparently they fancied themselves alone for a moment
or two, but Nana quickly recovered herself and sank into

ieep ihought. She looked about her and tried to b«
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tTTjiable; trie.'f to let lier guests know that she knew ho^7
to receive. Toward tho end of the supjjcr, she was really

Intoxicated, but sober enough to know it and to be vexed
thereat. It was too stupid ; Champagne alwaj's intoxicated
her at once. She was angry, moreover, at the idea that

these people thought they could behave as they pleased at

Nana's table. She knew this very well, for she had seer.,

them whispering to each other; but they should see. If

Bhe were a little tipsy, she was more chic and iiad more
idea of propriety than any of the others.

" My dear little girl," resumed Bordcnave, " why can't

we have our coffee here ? I should prefer it on account
>f my leg

—

"

But Nana rose abruptly, and pushing back her chair
t!aid to Steiner, and to the elderly gentleman, who were
both utterly confounded

:

" Upon my word, I have had a lesson. I shall know
^hom to invite in future."

Then, with a wave of her hand toward the door of the
iining-room, she said more audibly:
" y^ou know very well that if you want cojQTee, you will

find it there!"
There was a great noise of chairs, and the party left the

table laughing and talking as they went. No one noticed
Nana's anger, and in the salon only Bordenave was left,

who crept along by the side of the wall, swearing at these
women, who, he said, had drank so much that they had for-

gotten liim. The gargons were clearing the table regard-
less of the fact that he was still in the room, and the Maf tre

d'Hotel giving his orders in a very audible voice. They
banpjed about, rattled the dishes, and under their rapid
movements the table soon disappeared like a decoration in
a fairy pantomime at tlie whistle of a skilled machinist
The ladies and the gentlemen were to return to the ealou
after they had taken their coffee.

*• Bless mo !

" said Gaga, with a little shiver as she entered
the dining-room, "it is much colder here."
The window was open.
Two lamps were on the table where coffee was served

mth liqueurs. There were no chairs, and they stood as
tiiey drank their coffee, while the noise made by the waiters
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BeeHiad to increase rather than diminish. Nana had dis

appeared. But no one was disturbed by her absence

They did just as well without her; they helped themselves;

opened the drawers of the bufi'et to tind some teaspoons;

several groups formed, and those persons who had been

furthest apart at the table now joined each other; looks

and whispers were exchanged.

Rose turned to her husband. "Auguste," she said, " must
not Monsieur Fauchery conie and breakfast with us one of

these days?"
Mignon, who was playing with his watch chain, looked

at the Journalist for a moment and smiled with a very

hateful expression. Rose was certainly quite mad and he
meant to put an end to this nonsense. An anicle was a

very good thing, certainly, but after that, the door should
be closed. But, as he knew how headstrong was his wife,

he thought it best to pretend blindness for the moment, so

he answered with an attempt at amiability:
" Certainly, I shall be most happy. Come to-monow

Monsieur Fauchery."
Lucy Stewart, who was talking with Steiner and Blanche,

heard "this invitation; she raised her voice, saying to the

Banker

:

" They are all alike. One of them stole my dog. Is it

my fault if you drop her?"
Rose looked around, still drinking her coffee slowly.

She looked at Steiner, and all the concentrated anger she

felt at his desertion Mazed in her eyes. She saw thingn

more clearly than her husband did; Mignon was a simple-

ton to try the same game again that he had carried out

with Jonquier; it would not succeed a second time. So
much the worse—she would have Fauchery all the same,
nnd if Mignon were not content, well and good : she Avould

teacli him a lesson.

"You don't propose to fight—you two—da you?" said

V-'andeuvres to Lucy Stewart.
" No. don't be afraid ; only she had better keep quiet ei

she will get herself into trouble."

And, summoning Fauchery with an imperious gesture
the said

:
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** I have your slippers in my house. I will send them lo

fcur concierj;e to-morrov.'."

He took these words as a jest, apparent!}'. Slic turned

away with the air of an ofiendcd Queen. Clarisso, who
was leaning against the wall calmly drinking a tiny glass

of kirsch, shrugged her shoulders.

What a commotion about a man ! How was it that no
Booner did two women get together with their lovers than
their first idea was to quarrel ? At the same time she was
quite ready to tear out Gaga's eyes on Hector's account.

"I hen as La Faloise passed her:
*' Listen a moment," she said, " you like them more than

ripe, it seems. Very mellow they must be to suit you."
La Faloise looked much vexed, and all at once seeing

that Clarisse was laughing at him, his suspicions were
aroused.

" Stop all this nonsense," he said ]
" you have taken my

handkerchief; give it back tome!"
*• What a nuisance you are with your handkerchief I

" she
cried. " Why on earth should I have taken it?

"

" Why should you have taken it ? To send it to my
family and get me into trouble," was his reply.

In the meantime Foucarmont attacked the liqueurs. Ha
sneered audibly each time that his eyes fell on Labordette
drinking his coffee, surrounded b}' all these ladies, and he
uttered little disjointed phnises :

" the son of a horse-

jockey ! the illegitimate son of a Countess !
" All at once

he tossed down a glass of Chartreuse, and exclaimed, " I

must slap his face !

"

Chartreuse had never before affected him, but suddenly,
as he advanced upon Lnbordette, he turned deadly pale,

and fell before the buffet an inert mass. He was dead-

drunk. Louise Violaine was in despair : she said mourn-
fully that slie knew all the time how it would end, and
now she would have to take care of liini. Gaga in tlife

meantime comforted her, and examined Fouc irmbnt witli

the eyes of experience, telling her that it was nothing

—

that he would sleep like that twelve or fifteen hours, and
be none the worse for it. Foucarmont was carried (ipt

>.nd Louise Violaine followed.
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CHAPTER VIL

NANA IN DESPAIR.

** DUT where is Nana? " asked Vandeuvrcs, 8ud3eLly.

Xj She had disappeared as soon as they left the tafile^

liiiu ev'evybody remembered this and became quite clamor*

ous. Steiner was very uneas}'' and que.sti(Mied Vandeuvrea
in regard to the stranger, who had also disappeared; but
the Count swore that the elderly gentleman had gone first,

and that he was to leave France the very next day. He
was a foreigner, whose name it was not advisable to give—
a very rich man who was willing to pay for an unlimited
number of suppers and dinners. Then, as Nana was
again forgotten, Daguenet slipped out of the salon, looked
through a door, and then hastily summoned Vandeuvrea
by a sign. In the bed-room they found the mistress of

the house seated stiff and erect ujoon a chair, her lips white
and trembling, while Daguenet and Georges stood and
Jooked at her in silent consternation.

" What is the matter?" he asked, in surprise.

She did not answer, nor did she turn her head. He re-

peated his question.
" I do not choose to be insulted," she exclaimed, finally,

and then words flowed from her mouth. She was not a
creature to be trodden under foot! All her guests had
joined together at supper to show that they despised
her. She did not know what prevented her from turning
all these beastly people out of doors ; and she burst into a
paroxysm of sobs.

• Come, my girl, you are intoxicated," said Vandeuvrea,
gently, " you must be reasonable."

" I dare say," she answered. " Very likely tipsy I am, but
all the same I choose to be respected."

For fifteen jninutes Daguenet and Georges vainly im'
plored her to return to her guests. She grew more and
more angry, declared they could do what they pleased
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ihe despised them too much ever to see them again. No,
she would not leave her room.

" I ought to have known it," she resumed. " It is Rosa
Mignon who has managed this whole dastardly plot!

There was one good, honest woman who promised to sup
with me to-night, and it was Rose, of course, who prevented
her coming."
She spoke of Madame Robert. Vandeuvres assured her

on his honor that Madame Robert had refused of herself

He listened to Nana's complaints without a smile; he waa
accustomed to such scenes, and knew just what to do witii

women when he found them in this state. But when he
took her hands and tried to raise her from her chair, she
struggled and became furiously angry. She was certain,

she said, that it was that serpent Fauchery who had pre-

vented Comte Muffat from coming. Fauchery was a man
who was quite capable of doing his best to destroy a wo-
man's happiness. She knew very well that the Comte hud
a passion for her,

"He, my dear, never!" cried Vandeuvres, forgetting

himself and laughing.
'* Why not, pray ? " she asked, a little sobered.
" Because he is priest-ridden, and were he to touch you

with the end of his little finger, he would go and confess

his sin to-morrow. Listen to some good advice. Don't let

the other escape."

She was silent for a moment, and then rose and bathed
her eyes in front of her mirror, dipping her handkerchief
in a glass of water. But when they urged her to go back
to the salon she refused with hot indignation. Vandeu-
vres, in the meantime, left the room without further en-*

treaties, and as soon as he had gone she threw herself into
Daguenet's arms, saying over and over again :

"Ah ! my darling, I love you, and only you ! You are
»Yorth them all put together ! If we could only live

dways like this ! How wretched we women are I

"

Then seeing that Georges was greatly embarrassed by this
ixhibition of tenderness, she rushed to him and embraced
nim also. Daguenet could not be jealous of a child. She
wanted him and Greorges to be always on the best of iermSj

Decause it would be so nice to live all three tc^ethet Sud
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dtivly her attention was attracted by a singular noiaa
They explored, and found Bordenave, who, after taking hia

coffee, had come into this room to establish himself conv
fortably. He slept on two chairs, with his head on the

edge of the bed and his leg well protected.

Nana thought him so very droll, with his mouth wide
open and his nose moving at each snore, that she burst out

laughing, and ran from her room to the salon followed by
Georges and Daguenet.

" Oh ! my dear," she cried, throwing herself almost into

Rose Mignon's arms, "just come and see this !

"

All the women were compelled to follow her. She took
their hands with caresses, and led them into the bed-room,
almost by force, laughing so gayly and frankly that the
others were forced to do the same. They stood with breath
suspended, watching Bordenave majestically extended.
The laughs burst out as soon as they regained the salon,

where, when they were all quiet and listened, they could
hear Bordenave snore.

It was nearly four o'clock. In the dining-room a card-

table had been hastil}^ arranged, around which sat Van-
deuvres, Steiner, Mignon and Labordette. Behind this

table stood Lucy and Caroline talking, while Blanche,
deadly sleepy and cross, asked Vandeuvres every five

minutes if they were never going. In the salon tl.>ey tried

to dance. Daguenet sat at the piano.
" Nothing noisy," said Nana, and he consequently then

played waltzes and polkas. But the dance was not gay,

ana some of the ladies talked a little apart among them-
selves. Suddenly there was a new arrival. Ehvi-n young
men, coming in tog(;ther, were laughing loudly i.i the ante-

room. They had come from the Ministerial Ball, in their

black coats and w.hite gloves, and Nana, indignaht at this

noisy, unceremonious entrance, called to the Maitre d'Hotel
and the gar9ons in the kitchen to put these gentlemen out,

raying that she did not know them, and had never seen
Ihem. Fauchery, Labordette and Daguenet all went for-

jvard to insist on proper respect being paid to the mistress

of the house. Violent words were uttered ar.d a general
interchange of blows was anticipated. Finally a litlla

Hlow made himself heard, and said

:
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* Now, Nana, did you not invite us yourself the other
aight at Peter's, in the red salon ? Just try and remember."
The other evening at Peter's? She did not remember.

What evening? and when the little man told her the day,
Tuesday—she recalled having supped there on that Tues-
day, but she was sure she had invited no one.

" It looks to me though, my dear," murmured Labor-
dette, who had begun to doubt, " very much as if you had
clone so. You had beej\ taking a iitde Champagne-,
possibly."

Then Nana laughed. Ic was quite possible, she admit-
ted. At all events, as these gentlemen were there, they
might as well stay. All was amicably arranged, and tho
new-comers found friends in the salon, and the . esclandre
was smoothed over. The little fair man, the spokesman,
bore one of the greatest names in France. He said more
men were coming from the hall, as was the case, for they
began to pour in, in irreproachable evening costume.
Fauchery asked, jestingly, if the Minister himself was

not coming. But Nana was vexed, and turned away.
3he did not choose to say that she had a certain hope,
vvhich was that Comte Muffat would come in among some
Oi' these men, and as she talked with Eose and Caroline,

she watched the door.

The clock struck five—the dancing had ceased—the
card-players, however, had not left the table, tho-.gh

Labordette had exchanged with some one. The sleepiness

of long watching paled their faces—the atmosphere was
heavy—the lamps burned unsteadily, and the blackened
wicks sho\ved through the globes. The ladies were in that
state of vague melancholy when they felt it needful to

relate their several histories. Blanche de Sevry spoke of
her grandfather—the General—while Clarisse repeated her

.romance—and each shrugged her shoulders, and wondered
iiow the other dared to invent such nonsense, Lucy
^^tewart spoke frankly of her humble origin and of her
youth, when her father regaled her on Sundays with •
ckauason aux pommes.

" Oh ! let me tell you a story ! " cried little Maria Blond,
mddenly, "You know I live in La Rue Moulir. W^i

8
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opposite me lives a gentleman—a Russian, I think—at all

events, a man who is frightfully rich. Well—yesterday J

received a basket of fruit. Such a basket! The most
enormous peaches—and grapes as large as that! Some-
thing wonderful at this season—and in the middle six

notes for a thousand francs. It was the Russian. You
understand. I sent them all back to him ; but I admit
that I did it relu.tantly, and that I was dying to keep it,

particularly the fruit!

"

The ladies looked at each other with compressed lips.

Little Maria Blond had a lively imagination for her

years! And they all despised each other, but were espe-

cially jealous of Lucy and her three Princes. She had
made herself conspicuous formerly, by riding in the Bois

on horseback, and had, so to speak, started in life in that

way ; whereupon all these women followed her example,
but not with the same success.*

They new talked about horses.
" I like a good carriage better," said Nana, ^till looking

at the door, but with hope gradually dying away.
It was now daybreak. Everybody was tired out. Rose

Mignon had refused to sing the Paulonfie. She was curled

up on a sofa talking to Fauch^ry in a low voice, and
watching Mignon, who had just won some fifty Louis from
Vanieuvres.
A stout gentleman, wearing a decoration, and looking

very solemn, had recited the Sacrifice of Abraham in the

patois of Alsace ; but the delicate humor of this morceau
was n"t appreciated, and every one wondered if the night

could not be finished with some wild gayety.

Labordette attacked La Faloise again, who was still

bent on finding his handkerchief. He denrunced several

of the women, and told him to search firot one and then
another; and the poor youth wandered about the picture

of despair.

The young men, reeing the Champagne on the buffet,

began to drink. They made a great noise, and became
quite excited ; bu*" a melancholy intoxication—a most
deplorable stupidity—pervaded th. salon. Then one
young man—the heir of oue of the n^bbst names in France
—in despair at not being able to think -^ f anything funny,
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took a bottle of Champagne, and poured it down the piano.

All the others were convulsed with merriment.
" But why," asked Tatan Nen^, in astonishment, havin|r

watched this proceeding; "but why does he put Champagne
in the piano ?

"

"Can it be possible, my child, that you don't know?"
answered Labordette, gravely. "There is notliing so good
for pianos as Champagne. It gives them tone."

"Ah!" murmured Tatan None, quite convinced; and
then she became angry when she heard them all laughing,
" How was she to know ?

"

This festive occasion threatened to wind up most disas-

trously. In a corner ^laria Blond and Lea de Horn were
having a hot dispute, in which they indulged in many
personalities in regard to face and figure. Lucy bade
them both be quiet. She was not pretty, as they y>cll

knew, and the face signified very little—to be well made
was everything. She would not have given her figure for

any one of those dolls' heads.

At the end of the salon on a sofa sat an attach^ of one of

the Embassies. He had put his arm around Simonne'a
waist. She, not in the most amiable manner, pushed him
away, and struck him with a fan. ' Gaga had pinned La
Faloise into a corner, and Clarisse was obscured from vie^v

by two assiduous youths.
At the piano the same original game was kept up.

Each one of the young men insisted on pouring in a

portion of his bottle. It was a simple and well-bred am user

ment

!

" Now, good fellow, have another drink ? Heavens and
earth ! How thirsty this piano is

!

"

Nana, with her back turned, saw nothing of all this,

she was occupied with Steiner, who sat as closely to

her as possible. In her robe of white foulard, as light

and soft as swan's down, paie and weary, with down-cast
eyes, she looked sweet and kind. The roses in her hair

and on lier corsage had fallen, only three stems were left

Steiner hastily drew his hand back, for he had touched
one of the pins Avhich had been placed in her dress by
Daguenet and Georges. Several drops of blood appearedi
one fell on her dress and stained it.
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" Tliat is a very bad sign," said Nana, seriously.

It was now daybreak; a dull liuht, ineffably sad, came
in at tlie windows, and the guests began to depart. Caro-

line Hequet, indignant at having wasted her night, said it

Whs quite time to go away. Rose made a little face, but
agreed ; and Mignon having cleaned out Vandeuvres, Rose
and he left without troubling themselves about Steiner,

but having recalled to Fauchery's memory their invitation

for the next morning. But Lucy Stewart, who went away
at the same time, told him in direct terms that she never
wished to see him again. Rose turned and muttered an of-

fensive sentence between her breath. Fortunately Mignon,
who was very paternal when women quarrelled, as well as

experienced and superior, pushed Rose out and begged
her to say no more. Lucy having recovered her dignity

descended tlie stairs after them. Gaga took La Faloise off,

be, sick and dizzy, sobbing like a child because he could not
find Clarisse, who had long since disappeared with the
two young men. Simonne, too, was not to be found. Lea
de Horn, Tatan Nene, and Maria Blond remained in the
ealon, Labordette having declared that he would take
care of them.
"I am not sleepy," said Nana. "Can't we do some-

thing ?
"

She looked at the sky through the glass, it was pale and
.livid, while over it hurried dark clouds. The clock struck

five. Opposite on the other side of the Boulevard Hauss-
mann the houses were still asleep, and their damp roofs

stood out against the sky, while in the deserted street a

band of sweeps passed along with their clattering wooden
shoes. As she looked at this muddy, dreary scene, Nana
was suddenly seized by a longing for the country, for

something fresh and green.
" Come here," she said to Steiner. " I want you to take

me to the Bois and we will drink milk there."

She clapped her hands with childish glee. Without
tv'niting for the Banker s reply, who consented of course, but
at the same time none too well pleased, she ran to throw a

wrap over her shoulders. The "witty youths Avere still

hovering about the piano. They could find nothing more
to throw into it, so began to talk' of going away, when one
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of them suddenly appeared with a bottle of Chartreuse

which he brought from the office.

" Wait a moment !
" he said. '" Here is some Chartreuse:

he wanted Chartreuse and we will give it to him !

" Ana
he solemnly poured it into the piano

!

"And now, bo^'s, let us be oil! I have a very strong

conviction that we have been idiots
!

"

Nana awakened Zoe, who was asleep on a chair in her
dressing-room. The gas was burning and the woman
shivered as she assisted her mistress to put on her cloak

and hat. In a burst of confidence and in her relief at

having come to a decision, Nana said to her

:

" Well, Zoe, I have done as you advised. I have taken
the Banker: he is as good, I suppose, as any one else."

Zoe was sulky and half torpid. She grumbled out that

Madame might better have decided on that the first da}'.

Then, as she followed her into the next room, she asked

what she was to do with those two men. Bordenave was
still snoring, and Georges had thrown himself on the bed
and was sound asleep. Nana said, with a laugh :

" Oh ! let them alone. Let them sleep as long as they
will

!

"

.

But she became suddenly serious as she saw Daguenet
come in. He had been waiting in the kitchen, probably,

and looked very sad.
" Now, dear, be reasonable," she said, as she put her

arms around him, and kissing him tenderly. " There is

nothing changed
;
you know that I adore you ; but this

cannot be helped. Come to-morrow and we will arrange

matters. Now kiss me as if you loved me I Again!
Again !

"

And she ran off to join Steiner, elated at her idea of a

drive and the fresh milk.

The Comte de Vandeuvres was still alone with the mai*
who had recited The Sacrifice of Abraham.
They seemed to bo nailed to the card table, unconscious

of where they were or that it was broad daylight : while

Blanche had thrown herself on the soia and had fallen

asleep.

**Ah I Blanche must coin« with us," cried Nana. ** Comc^
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my dear. You will find Vandeuvres here when we come
back, you may be quite sure."

Blanche rose lazily. Tiie full empurpled face of the
Banker was contracted with indignation at the idea of
taking this girl with them. But the two women were
already on the stairs, one saying to the other

:

" You know we must see the cow milked for us I"
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CHAPTER VIIL

kana's dressing-room.

IT was Saturday at the Vari^tfe, and the thirty-first repr^
sentation of the Blonde Venus. The first act was just over,

m the Actors' Foyer, Simonne, in her costume of Blanchia-
Beuse, was standing before the console surmounted by a
mirror, between the two doors opening on the corridor that

led to the boxes. She was alone, and carefully examining
herself, rubbing in the cork on her eyes, while the two gas-

burners poured down their light upon her head.

"Has he come?" asked Prulliere, hurrying in, wearing
his operatic General's uniform, his huge sword, enormous
boots, and preposterous plumes.

" Whom do you mean ? " asked Simonne, smiling into

the mirror, that she might see her teeth.

"The Prince."

"I don't know. I have just come down. He ought to

be here. He comes regularly enough."
Prullif.re went to the chimney which faced the console,

wherein burned a coke fire, and over which were two more
gas burners in full blast. He examined first the clock
and then the barometer, which hung on either side, and
then dropped into a huge well-cushioned arm-chair, the
green velvet of which, having been exposed to the rough
usage of four generations of actors, had lost its original

hue. There he sat in the wear}^ patient attitude of

actors accustomed to waiting for their calls.

Old Bosc now came in, wrapped in a cloak which he had
'vorn for twenty years. He laid his cro\\Ti upon the piano
without saying a word, and dropped one corner of his

cloak, which exposed to view, the red silk robe and the
gold embroidery of the casaque. His hands trembled,
and hL«? full face was that of a dfunkard, in spite of a cer-

.

lam air of respectability imparted by a white beard. As a

Mast of wind shook the windows, and hail rattled againsi

them, he shrugged hia shoulders with an*air o( di0i:iu^
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" What vile weather !
" he grumbled.

Simonne and Prulliere took no notice of him. Tlie ga»
light fell on four or five pictures, all landscapes, and on a

portrait of the actor Vernet. On a pedestal stood a bust

of Potier, a former glory of the Varietes, with its emptj
eyes. Presently there was a great noise at the door, it was
Fontan in his yellow costume.

" Now, then ! good people I " he exclaimed, " don't you
know that this is my birthday ?

"

" Is that so? " asked Simonne, going toward him with a
smile, as if irresistibly attracted by his false nose and by
his mouth, the size of which had been increased by adroit

painting; " and your name is Achille ?
"

" Precisely, and I am going to tell Madame Bron to send
np some Champagne."
A bell rang loudly, and when the sound ceased, a cry

ran through the corridor. A little man, very pale but
with a stentorian voice, put his head through the door,

shouting

:

" Stage set for second act !

"

"Who cares I" said Prulliere; "I want some Cham-
pagne."

" If I were you, I would sooner order it'from the caf6,"

muttered old Bosc, who was half lying on a velvet settee

with his head leaning against the wall.

But Simonne said they ought to patronize M^tdame
Bron. She danced around Fontan in great delight—hii

goat's mask enchanted her.
" Oh ! the dear Fontan 1 " sbe cried ;

" there is nothing

like him."
The two doors of the Foyer leading to the corridor were

wide open. Along the yellow wall, strongly lighted by a
gas-burner which was not seen, black shadows were flitting:

men in stage costumes, women with shawls wrapped around
them, all the figurantes of the second act, in which occurred

the dance at the Boule Noire. From the end of the corri-

dor came the clatter of feet on the five stairs which led

clown to the stage. As Clarisse rushed by, Simonne called

lier; but she answered that she would be back in a minute.

She presently returned, shivering in the thin tunic and
^auze scarf of IriA.
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" she exclaimed, " it is Greenland itself here^

md I forgot my furs,"

Then standing; before the chimney, she said

:

" The Prince has come I

"

"Ah!" all the others exclaimed, curiously.

"Yes. that was what I was running for, I wanted to see

him. He has the hrst box on the right, the same as on
Thursday. And this is the third time he has been here
in a week. Isn't this Nana lucky ? I'll bet that he does
not come again 'though !

"

Simonne opened her mouth to speak, when her words
were drowned by a repetition of the call.

" They seem to be in a hurry," said Simonne, calml}'.
" You know he never goes to her rooms, but he sends for

her to come to his."
'

Then Fontan, who knew what had taken place at the
first interview between Nana and the Prince, told the
whole story to the two v/omen, laughing^ heartily and
dropping his voice as he gave certain details.

Old Bosc listened with sleepy indifference—he felt no
interest in women, and caressed meanwhile a huge cat that
was curled up on the settee, finally taking the creature into

his arms. The animal stretched herself, and after rubbing
against the long beard, repelled probably by the smell ot

alcohol, returned to the settee.

"All the same," he repeated, as Fontan finished his
story. " I should order my Champagne from the Cafe !"

Another summons from the call-boy, a rush of footsteps,

while through a door, left open, came the sound of hurried
steps and a puff, so to speak, of music, and, as the door
fell to, only the measured beat of the drums was heard.
Then came a sudden quiet in the Fo2/er des Artistes and

a distant burst of applause from the audience. Simonno
and Clarisse were still discussing Nana, who, they declared,

was always late. Presently a head was thrust in at the
door; it was Satin, wearing a hat and veil like a lady pay-
ing a visit, who, seeing that she had opened the wrong
door, disappeared as abruptly as she had come.
"What does that mean?" murmured Prullicire, who

had seen the girl for a year haunting the Cafe des Vari6t4a
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And then Simonne told how Nana, having recognized
Batin as an old school-friend, had induced Bordenave to

take her up.
" Good-evening," said Fontan, shaking hands with

Mignon and Fauchery, who had just come in.

Old Bosc extended two fingers, while the two women
embraced Mignon.

" Is it a good house?" asked Fauchery.
" Oh ! superb," answered Prulliere.
" But is it not time for you to be on ? '^ asked Mignon

of the women.
"Not yet, not until the fourth scene," they answered;

but Bosc rose with the instincts of an old actor just as the
call-boy appeared.

" Monsieur Bosc—Mademoiselle Simonne," he shouted.
Simonne threw a fur-lined cloak over her shoulders and
liurried out. Eosc, without undue haste, picked up his

crown which he adjusted to his head; then, a little un-
steady on his feet and with his mantel trailing, he went
out, muttering as if he had been most unnecessarily dis-

turbed.
" You were very amiable in your last paper," said Fon-

tan to Fauchery, " only why do you say that all actors are

60 vain ?
"

" Yes," interposed Mignon, laying his two square hands
with tremendous force on the Journalist's shoulder, " why
da you say that ?

"

Prulliere and Clarisse laughed. For some time the
whole company had been amused by a comedy that was
being played behind the scenes. Mignon, indignant at his

wife's last caprice—vexed that this Fauchery offered, as

tribute to her charms, only an occasional newspaper notice,

had taken it into his head to revenge liimself, by over-

whelming the Journalist with marks of tenderness. Each
evening when he appeared, Mignon would slap him fiercely

on the shoulder with pretended good nature, shake him
and push him—Fauchery, a dwarf by the side of this

Colossus, was sore from head to foot, but accepted it all

with forced smiles in order not to have a quarrel with the
husband of his cherc amie.
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** It is an insult to Fontan ! " continued Mignon, con-

Jinuing the jest. " On guard, my boy ! one, two, three !

"

Poor Fauch^ry! he was pale and sick with the force of

the blow that he received full in tlie chest. After a few
moments lie recovered himself sufficiently to say with a
feeble smile that Mignon had strong arms. Clarisse, with
a wink, called the attention of the others to Rose, who,
standing on the threshold, had witnessed this scene. She
walked directly up to Fauchery, and, as if she had not
seen her husband, standing on tip-toe in her baby dress,

she presented her forehead to be kissed.

"Good-evening, Baby," said Fauchery, familiarly, as he
kissed her.

Mignon did not appear to notice this kiss. Everybody
kissed his wife at the theatre ; but he laughed in rather a
constrained way as he glanced at the Journalist, who, it

was clear, would pay dearly for this bravado on the part

of Kot-e.

The dooi* from the corridor was constantly opening and
shutting, filling the Foyer with the uproar of applause
fwjm the house.

riimonne came back.
" Bosc had a tremendous success," she exclaimed. " The

Prince was convulsed with laughter, and applauded as

much as if he had been paid to do so. Do any of you
know that tail man who was with him—a handsome fellow,

dignified-looking, and with magnificent whiskers? "

" It is Comte Muffat," answered Fauchery. " I know at

least, that the Prince yesterday, when they were both with
the Empress, invited him to dinner to-day, and has proba-

bly brought him to the theatre."
" Comte Muffat ! We know his father, do we not,

Auguste?" asked Rose, turning to her husband. "You
know the Marquis de Chouard; he is the one to whom 1

went to sing. He is in the house, I saw him at the back
of a box. He is an old sinner ; if ever—

"

Prulliere, who had just arranged his plumes, here called

out to her:
" Come on, Rose I

"

She followed him on a quick run, without finishing her
phrase. The concierge o£ the -theatre passed her with ao
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pnorm.")aa bouquet in her hands ; Simonne asked with a

laugh if it were for her, but the concierge gave a little jerk

of her chin toward Nana's dressing-room. That Nana

!

Everybody laid flov/ers at her feet. Coming bagk Madame
Bron gave a letter to Clarisse, who uttered a stifled oath.

That abominable La Faloise again ! Would he never

understand that she meant to throw him over! And
wlicn she heard that the gentleman was waiting for her

below she burst into a rage.
" Tell him that I will come down after the next act, and

that I intend to slap his fiice !

"

Fontan hurried after the woman.
" Madame Bron, listen ! Listen to me, Madame Bron;

bring up in the entr'acte six bottles of Champagne."
Here the call was again heard.
" Hurry ! ladies and gentlemen. Hurry !

"

*' Yes, yes, I am coming," answered Fontan, a little

bewildered, and galloping after Madame Bron he called

out once more

:

" Do you understand?' -six bottles of Champagne in the

Foyer. It is my birthday. I will settle with you."

Simonne and Clarisse flew off with a great rush and
rattle of skirts. Then not a sound except the windows
rattling in the gale. Barilliere, a " call-boy " at the theatre

for thirty years, went up to Mignon and familiarly offered

his snufi' box. A pinch offered and accepted gave him a

moment or two of repose in his constant peregrinations

through the corridors, and up the stairs. Madame Nana
as he called her, was always late and always would be, he
thought, if she pleased.

"But, bless me !" he said; "here she comes! She must
know that the Prince is here!

"

And Nana appeared in the corridor wearing her fish-

woman's dress, her arms and face powdered, and two
patches of rouge high up under her eyes. She did not
come in. She simply nodded to Fauch^ry and Mignon
Bs she passed.

Mignon hurried out to shake hands with her, and Nana
bwept royalty on, followed by her dresser, who, close at her
heels, was endeavoring to put in a last pin or two. Behind
ihe dresser waa Satin, with en air of anected ennui.
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**And where is Steiner?" asked Mignon, suddenly.
" Monsieur Steiner went to Loiret," said Burillot. ""I

heard he went to buy a country-seat."
" Yes, I know ; the country-seat he talked about to

Nana."
Mignon was very grave. Steiner had promised Rose a

Hdtel long before, but it was of no use to be angry with
any one. Thoughtful but superior Mignon retreated from
the fire-place. There was no one now in the Foyer but
the Journalist and himself Fauchery, much fatigued,

was sirctciiea oui in the nuge arm-cliair, and sat perfectly

quiet, with half-closed eyes, paying little attention to the
occasional penetrating glances directed to him by the
other.

When they were alone Mignon ceased to indulge in
his ferocious love-pats. What was the good if no one
was there to enjoy them? He was too disinterested to

amuse himself alone by the farce he played. Fauchery,
only too thankful for tliis brief respite, stretched his feet

out languidly in front of the fire. Mignon lounged up
and down the room, and finally planted himself before the
bust of Potier on the pedestal, looked at it without seeing
it, and then went to the window, where he gazed down on
the narrow court-yard. The rain had ceased, and there

was not a sound except the roar of the gas and the snap-
ping of the coke. The stairs and the corridors seemed
deserted : it was one of thope occasions when the whole
troupe was on the stage, leaving the Foyer empty.

All at once, Bordenave's hoarse voice was heard swear-
ing about two figurantes, who he said were two fools. As
he entered the room he saw Fauchery and Mignon, and told

them that the Prince had sent to say that he should like

to see him during the entr'acte in his loge.

He tried to calm himself, and passing his handkerchief
over his face, said :

" I am now going to wait on His Highness !

"

The curtain fell upon a long salvo of applause, the actors

und actresses hastened to their dressing-rooms, while the
maehiniists reset the stage. Clarisse and Simoune stood at

the back busily talking.
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" You need not be afraid," said Simonne, as she went off

at the side. " I will relieve you of him."
During the act, they had, between their sentences^

arranged a little plan. Clarisse preferred not to see La
Faloise who had not been able to make up his mind to

laave her for Gaga. It was better that Simonne should
explain that a man can't hang on to a woman in that
way.

Simonne, in her Blanchisseuse costume, wrapped closely

in furs, went down the narrow winding stairs, and
turned into those damp and dirty corridors which led

to the loge of the concierge. This loge between the actors'

staircase and that of the administration, was like a

huge glass lantern in which the gas burned brilliantly.

On a dish were piled letters and ])aper3 ; on the table were

enormous bouquets by the side of dirty plates, and an old

waist of a dress, the buttonholes of which the conciergi

was repairing.

And, amid this disorder, several men of the world, fault-

lessly drefesed, gloved, and with their opera-glasses in their
hands, were sitting, patient and submissive, turning their

heads quickly each time that Madame Bron can-e back
with replies to their letters or messages.
She had just handed a letter to a young man, who tore

it hastily open, and who turned pale as he saw the classic

phrase so often read in the same place

:

"Impossible, my dear—engaged."
La Faloise sat near the stove, determined, apparently, on

passing the evening there, although he was evidently
mieasy under the fixed glare of an old cat who, surrounded
by her kittens, sat up stiffly and surveyed him.
"Is that you, Mademoiselle Simonne?" asked the con-

cierge. " What can I do for you ?
"

Simonne begged her to send out La Faloise. But
Madame Bron was in no haste to comply with this request.
She had, under the staircase, a deep closet to which the
Sgurantes came down between the acts for a drink, and as
she had four or five there now, eager and thirsty, shs lost

her head and became confused. There was a gas-burnei
in this closet, and a zinc-covered table laden with bottles,

as were the shelves in the rear. When this door was
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Opened, a smell of alcohol pervaded the I6ge, and mingled
with the odor of cooking and the j.erfume of the flowers

on the table.

"Now, then," said the concierge, when she had finished

serving the figurantes, " is it that little dark fellow thai

you wish to see ?
"

"No, indeed," answered Simonne, "please attend and
make no mistake; it is that thin fellow by the side of the

stove, the one that your cat is watching."
And she led La Faloise into the vestibule, while the

other gentlemen sat there and litifled, and the figurantes

drank on the staircase with all the senseless merriment
of tipsy creatures.

Above, Bordenave was on the stage swearing at the car-

penters, who were slow and bungling. At last the stage

was cleared, and Mignon, who had only been watching an
opportunity to begin his attacks again upon Fauebery, in

the presence of the workmen, clutched the Journalist in

his strong arms and carried him off, giving him a good
shaking before he set him down, saying, as he did so

:

" Those planks, my boy, came near falling on you, and
crushing you to powder."
The machinists laughed vociferously, and Fauch^ry

turned deadly pale. With difficulty he restrained himself,

while Mignon, with an air of the greatest good nature,

gave him two or three pats on the shoulder, either one of
which was nearly enough to break him in two.

" I must look out for you, my boy ! If anything hap-
pened to you I should be in despair."

Presently tnere was a httle buzz: "The Prince! the
Prince!" and each turned to look at the door. At first

only Bordenave's round shoulders could be seen, with his
bull-neck, as he bowed and scraped obsequiously. Then
the Prince appeared, tall, manly, and handsome, a fair

beard and ruddy complexion, with an air of distinction

in his carriage and square shoulders in his well-fitting

coat. Behind him were Comte Mufiat and the Marcjuis
de Chouard. This corner of the theatre was dark,.and this

group was only one of many moving shadows.
To address this son of a Queen, this future heir of a

throne, Bordenave had adopted a voice like that of aQ
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exhibitor of a trained bear, a voice that was tremulotu
with feigned emotion.

" If your Royal Highness will condescend to come this

way—your Highness will please take care here 1"

But the Prince was in no haste. He, on the contrary,

stood still to watch the machinists, Avho had just lowered
a huge triangular piece of iron set thick with burners,

which, when lighted, illuminated every nook and corner.

Mufl'at, wl)o had never before been in the coulisses of a

theatre, Avas astonished and uneasy ; he looked up high
with almost a sensation of fear, and saw away up other
and similar lights, like constellations, among the cross-

timbers and side-scenes, suspended like enormous sheets

hung up to dry.
" Look out !

" cried a voice.

And the Prince repeated the words of warning himself
to the Count. They were setting the stage for the third
act—the Grotto of Mount Etna—all was haste but no con-
fusion. One man was lighting the gas under the red
glasses, which were to produce the efiect of fire in Vul-
can's forge.

"Your Highness is very good," said Bordenave. "The
theatre is small, but we do what we can. Now, if your
Highness will come this way—

"

Comte Muffat was already in the corridor ; the slope of
the stage had astonished him, and he did not like the
man}' glimpses he got of the subterranean regions, where
gas was burning and dark figures moving about. Sud-
denly he stopped and looked at two little womien, who
were eagerly looking through the curtain ; one of them,
the taller of the two, was even bold enough to enlarge the
hole with her fingers.

'* I see him !

" she exclaimed, breathlessly, " I see him !

"

The Prince smiled, but the Manager w^as quite indignant.
Comte Muffat took off his hat and wiped his brow. The
heat and closeness, the combination of escaped gas and
fresh varnish and paint, the suggestions of uncleanliness
in dark corners, were almost unbearal)le. The sense of

Buflbcation was greater in the corridor Mingled odors
of toilette and soaps, vinegar, cologne and lavender
floated down from the boxes. After having passed the
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comer of the Foyer, where Pontan was quarrelling ^th
Madame Bron, because she had brought up only four

bottles of Champagne, the Comte looked up, away up
the wall of the staircase, astonished at the heat and the

light that fell on his head. Above there was a great con-

fusion of voices, a continual opening and shutting of doors,

and the Comte shivered as if he were looking upon a new
and strange world.

"A theatre is a curious place," said the Marquis de
C^houard, as much at ease as if he were at home.
Bordenave at last reached Nana's dressing-room. He

turned the handle of the door, and slipping aside, said

:

*' If your Highness will enter—

"

A cry of surprise was heard, and Nana was seen rushing

behind a curtain, while her dres«er stood bewildered,

with a towel iu her hand.
"Oh! it is abominable to come in like that!" cried

Nana from her' concealment. "Don't you see that you
can't como in ?

"

Bordenave seemed quite displeased at this most incon-

siderate conduct.
" Come out, my child !

" he said. " It is no matter. His
Royal Highness is here. Come—don't be silly."

And as she refused with a laugh, he added, in the most
paternal tone

:

" Good heavens ! don't you suppose that these gentlemen
ivellunderstand that you are dressing? He won't eat you—

"

" I am not sure of that !
" said the Prince, quietly.

Everybody laughed, and in that way paid his Highness
a delicate compliment. It was very clever what he had
said—^really extremely witty. Nana did not reply.

Comte Muffat, with his face in a blaze, examined the
room, which was square, low in the ceiling, and entirely

hung with a stu ff that was bright Havana brown in color.

Curtains of the same hue partitioned off the lower end of

the room. Two large windows opened on the court of the
theatre, facing a leprous, damp wall, on which the lighted

windows threw two 3'ellow squares.

A great Psyche was faced by a washstand of white
marble, covered with glass bottles and boxes for essences,

oils and powders. The Comte went toward the Psycha
9
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Baw his own face, which was suffused, and his brow cover*^
with fine beads of sweat. He dropped his eyes, and turn-

ing away, beheld the washstand lull of soapy water, the

httle ivory utensils scattered about, and the wet sponges.

He felt the same dizziness he had experienced in the

Boulevard Haussman, on the occasion of his first visit to

Kana.
The thick carpet of the loge was like velvet under his feet;

the gas burning above the washstand and Psyche, seemed
to have set fire to his temples. He passed his hand over

his brow, and went toward the window, where he dropped
upon a chair, and thought vaguely of a bouquet of tube-

roses, which had once withered in his room, and of which
he nearly, died. When tuberoses decay, they have almost
an odor of humanity.

*' Now burr}"
!

" said Bordenave, thrusting his head
behind the curtain in the most familiar way.
The Prince was listening complacently to the Marquis

de Chouard, who had taken the hare's foot from the dress-

ing-table, and explained hoAV it was used. In one corner

eat Satin, her Madonna-like face calmly contemplating
these gentlemen, while Madame Tiby—the dresser—was
taking a few stitches on the tunic that Venus was to

wear.

^Madame Tiby was one of those women with a face like

parchment, whom no one remembered as any younger
than she was then. She wore a black dress, and her flat

bust was set thick with pins.
" I beg your pardon, gentlemen," said Nana, drawing the

curtain aside ;
" but I was a little taken by surprise."

Everybody turned. She had hastily thrust herself into

the light stage attire she was to wear. Her beautiful arms
were bare, and she held the curtain in one fair hand, as if

ready to drop it again at the smallest m ovement on the
part of her guests.

"Yes, I was taken by surprise. I should never have
dared," she stammered, pretending to be greatly confused

—

blushing and dropping her eyes.

"You are all right 1" cried Bordenave. "Come on, J

«ay
!

»

She still hesitated.
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" I trust His Highness will forgive me for receiving him
in this costume—

"

" It is I, Madame, who should make excuses for hein§»

BO importunate, but I could not resist my desire to offer

you my congratulations."

She moved quietly forward as he spoke, and now, per-

fectly unembarrassed, spoke to each of these men in
succession.

When she reached Comte Muffat she extended her hand
to him as to a friend, and scolded him for not coming to
her supper. His Highness deigned to say a few jesting

words to Muffat, who shivered from having held in his own
burning hand the ccol fingers of this woman. The Comte
had eaten and drank heavily, for the. Prince was a great

eater and immoderate drinker. The two men were in fact

a little tipsy.

Muffat could not think of anything to say but to

complain of the heat.
" How can you live in such an atmosphere ? " he

exclaimed.
Suddenl}-^ there was a knock at the door. Bordenave

looked through a peep-hole—a Judas worthy of a convent.
It was Fontan, followed by Prulli^re and Bosc, each with
bottles of Champagne under his arm and hands full of
glasses. He knocked, and called out that it was his

birthday, and he would pay for the Champagne.
Nana consulted the Prince with a look. He answered

that he did not wish to be in any one's way, and

—

But without waiting for any permission, Fontan entered,

repeating

:

" I will pay for the Champagne, my dear, if you will

drink it."

Suddenly he saw the Prince, whom he did not know to

be there. He stopped short, and said with an air of
exaggerated solemnity

:

" King Dagobert is in the corridor, and asks if he may
drink a glass with His Royal Highness."
The Prince smiled, £Mid thought this an excellent joke.

By tliis time the dressing-room was over-crowded. Satin
and Madame Tiby stood at the back against the curtain.

The men crowded around Nana. Fontan, PruUi^re a.n4
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Bosc had on the costumes they had worn in the seoond act

Prulliere took off his immense plumed hat, as he could

not have worn it in the room. Bosc, with his purple man-
tle and crown of gilded card-board, saluted the Prince as

Royalty should salute th e son of a powerful neighbor.
" I drink to your Highness," said old Bosc, grandly.
" To the Army !

" added Prulliere.
" To Venus !

" shouted Fontan.
The Prince waited, holding his glass, and then bowed

three times.
" Madame—General—Sire !

"

And he drained the glass. Comte Muffat and the Mar«
quis de Chouard imitated him.
These theatrical people enjoyed this farce—played with

Buch utter gravity. Nana, forgetting her costume, fancied

herself to be a grande dame—Venus herself—opening her
apartment to her Ministers of State. At each phrase she
dropped the words " Your Royal Highness " with the great-

est reverence. No one smiled or even seemed to notice the

strange combination of this real Prince, heir to a throne,

drinking Champagne with a strolling actor.

Bordenave, quite carried away, dreamed of the money he
would take if His Highness would only come in like that

in the second act of " The Blonde Venus."
Fontan tilled all their glasses again, and the same toasts

were repeated

:

" To His Highness !

"

" To the Army !

"

*' To Venus !

"

But Nana raised her glass, and cried

:

"No! No! To Fontan. It is his birthday. Let ui
drink to Fontan !

"

The Prince, with the greatest politeness, said

:

" Monsieur Fontan, I drink to your success 1

"

Meanwhile the tails of His Highnes's's coat were wiping
the marble of the wash-stand. It was like a narrow bath-
room, with the steam rising from the Avarm water, and the
moisture of the sponges. The Prince and Comte Muffat,
between whom Nana stood, were obliged to hold their

bands up high, lest they, at the smallest movement, should
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touch her. Satin looked on in wonder, and thought to her-

ielf that chic people were none too well mannered after all I

The call-boy was heard approaching. He showed him*
self at the door, and when he beheld Fontan, PruUiere and
Bosc still in their costumes of the second act, was utterly

aghast.
" Oh ! gentlemen ! gentlemen !

" he exclaimed ;
" pray

make haste, the bell will ring in one minute! "

" Pshaw !
" answered Bordenave, quietly ;

" let them
wait !

"

After new bo^vs and new compliments, the actors, as

there was no more Champagne, decided to go and dress.

Bosc, having got his beard wet with the wine, took it off to

dry it, and all at once the drunkard's face was revealed—
the weary, lined, and crimson face of an old actor who had
fallen into evil ways.

In Nana's dressing-room were now only His Highness,
the Count and the Marquis. Bordenave had gone off

with the call-boy, whom he was admonishing never to

open Madame's door without due notice to Madame.
"Gentlemen, excuse me," said Nana, turning to her

mirror and beginning to make up her face and arms.
The Prince took a seat on the divan, while the Marquis

de Chouard dropped into a chair. The Comte de Muffat
continued to stand. The two glasses of Champagne and this

suffocating heat had suddenly added to their intoxication.

Little Satin, seeing these gentlemen settle themselves as

it .were with her friend, thought it Avise to retreat behind
the curtain, and there waited sitting on a trunk. Madame
Tiby moved to and fro, still preparing the tunic Venus was
to wear.

" You sang wonderfully to-night," said the Prince.

Thus was the conversational ball started, but was kept
up with short phrases by Nana, for she could not always
reply.

She was putting cold cream onher face, and then adding
iiquid white with the assistance of a napkin. She turned
from the mirror with a coquettish glance at the Prince.
"Ah ! your Highness," she murmured, " you spoil me I

'

This was too much for the Marquis Chouard, whfl
pressed forward.
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"Cannot the orchestra be induced to accompany you
oiore softly ? " he asked. " It sometimes commits the
anpardonable crime of drowning your voice entirely."

This time Nana did not turn, she had taken the hare's
foot, and was using it slowly and carefully.

A long silence reigned. IMadame Tiby noticing a slight

rip in a part of Nana's dress, took a needle that was stuck
in her waist over her heart, and knelt down to sew it up.
while Nana, without paying any attention to her, covered
herself with Poudre de Riz, avoiding putting any on her
cheek bones, however. The Prince saying that were she
to sing in London, all England would go wild, she turned
for a moment, the left cheek very white and a cloud of

powder flying all about her head.
Then leaning forward once more, with her face very near

the mirror, she dipped her finger into a pot, and applied
the rouge just under her eyes, rubbing the edges softly in.

The gentlemen maintained a respectful silence.

Comte Muffat had not yet opened his lips. He was
thinking of his boyhood. His nursery was cold and love-

less ; when he was older and sixteen the memory of his

mother's ic}'' kiss each night haunted his slumber.
One day passing a half-open door he had seen hia

mother's maid at her toilette, and this was the only
recollection that disturbed him from thence to his mar-
riage. His wife had willingly fulfilled all her duties,

while he felt almost the repugnance of a religious fanatic.

He had grown old in ignorance of all temptations, ab-

sorbed in pious observances, regulating his life by precept

and law, and all at once, without the smallest preparation,

he was ushered into the dressing-room of this actress.

He, who had never seen the Comtesse Mufiat make her

toilette, assisted now at the most intimate details of this

woman's. Amid all this confusion of rouge pots and
boxes, and in this heavy enervating atmosphere, his

whole nature revolted. The slow possession which Nana
had taken of him astonished and terrified him, and re-

called to his mind some of his pious readings, and the

Btories of demoniac influence to which his cradle had
been rocked. He believed in the Devil—vaguely in hia
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mind he accepted Nana as the personification if Hia
Satanic Majesty. But he promised himself to be strong,

and not allow himself to be taken in the snare.
" Then it is a settled thing," said the Prince, lounging

at his ease on the divan. '* You will come to London
next year, and we will receive you so well that you will

never come back to France. Ali ! my dear Count, you
don't make enough of your pretty women ; we take them
all from you."
"Thatw'll not disturb him! " murmured the Marquis

de Chouard, maliciously, forgetting himself. " The Count
is virtue itself!

"

Nana, hearing his virtue spoken of, turned and looked
at him with such a droll expression that Muffat was
annoyed. Then he was angry with himself, as well as sur-

prised at his own vexation. W.hy did the accusation of

excessive virtue brought against him in the presence of

this fille disturb him ? He was furious with himself.

Just then Nana dropped one of her bruslies, and as she
stooped he did the same, and he felt her warm breath on
his cheek, while her hair—the- hair of Ventis—was tangled
about his hands. Toy quickly followed by remorse thrilled

his whole frame. He was like a man suddenly pricked,

amid his pleas ui^^, by the fear of Hell.

At this moment the call-boy knocked again.

"Madame," he said, piteously, "the house is becoming
very impatient."

" They must wait nevertheless," answered Nana, tran-

quilly.

She had dipped her brush in a pot of lamp black, and,
leaning forward close to the mirror, was lining her eyes
delicately. Muffat, behind her, could see her reflection^

her fair shoulders and rounded throat, with its faint rosy
flush in the shadows, and he could not, despite all his

efforts, turn away from this face made even more enticing

by those half-closed eyes. As she entirely closed the left

eye, and i)assed the brush across the lashes, he felt that he
was her slave.

" Madame," and the call-boy knocked again. " Madame,
the house is getting angry ; there will be trouble if you
don't come,"



150 NANA.

" Go away !
" answered Nana, in a rage. " I tell joH

they must wait until I am ready."

And then, calming down a little, she turned to the gen«

klemen.
" It is a pity that I cannot be allowed a few minutes to

talk with you," she said.

Her face and arms were at last finished. She had
daubed with the tip of one finger some carmine on her

lips, and the Comte Muffat was more disturbed than ever

before in his life by this strange combination of rouge and
powder—by this mouth of exaggerated red in this face of

exaggerated white—by the eyes surrounded by their dark
lines and shadows, which looked as if they had burned
themselves out with passion. Nana, perfectly undisturbed,
unbuttoned her corsage and extended her arms to Madame
Tiby, that she might put on the short sleeves of bet
tunic.

" Make haste, if they are so frightfully out of temper,"
she said, in a loud voice.

The Prince, with half-closed eyes, surveyed each flowing
outline of the woman before him with the air of a con-

noisseur, while the Marquis de Chouard nodded approv-
ingly. Mufiat turned his eyes away, and looked down
upon the carpet. Venus, at last, was ready ; the gauze of
her tunic was arranged over her with care. Madame
Tiby walked around her with her stiff little wooden air.

Her eyes wore bright, and she hurriedly plucked the ping
from the inexhaustible supply over her heart, passing her
dry, skinny hands over the satin roundness of Venus'
shoulders, without a recollection of her own youth, and in

the most disinterested manner.
" Here I am ! " said Nana, with another parting glance^

at the mirror just as Bordenave appeared to say that the
third act had begun.

" Well ! I am ready !

" she answered, indifferently. "What
a fuss! It is I generally who have to wait for the others!

"

The gentlemen left her dressing-room, but they did not
fake their leave. The Prince had expressed a wish to

assist at the third act in the coulisses. When she was
tlone, Nana looked around in amazement.
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" Wliere on earth is she ? " she asked.

She was looking for Satin, and when she at last discov-

ered her, sitting behind the curtain on a trunk, Satin said,

quietly

:

'* Did you think that I wished to be in your way with
all those men ?

"

And she arose to depart, but Nana detained her. How
could she be so stupid ? Had not Bordenave consented to

engage her ? and they would arrange the whole affair after

the play was over. Satin hesitated; she did not like it;

there was too much machinery about; it was all strange to

her, she said—but she remained.
As the Prince descended the little staircase, a strange

noise of stifled oaths was heard, and then a general scuffling

and uproar. Mignon had been playing his rough jokes, as

usual, upon Faucher)% overwhelming him with affection-

ate solicitude, and giving him repeated cuffs and brushes
to drive away the flies, as he said—all this to the great joy
of the actors and machinists—while Fauchery pretended to

be amused with them, though quivering with rage. But
suddenly Mignon, carried away by his success, abso'

lutely struck Fauchery a blow in the face—a good strong
blow. This time he went too far. Fauchery could not,

before all these people, accept with a laugh an insult like

this, and the two men, ceasing their comedy, caught at

each other's throats, and were presently rolling on the
floor.

" Monsieur Bordenave I Monsieur Bordenave!" was the
frightened cry from the stage-manager.

Bordenave hun'ied away, with an apology to the 3*rince.

When he saw that it was Mignon and the Journali&t who
were fighting, he shrugged his shoulders angrily. Really I

these men had chosen an excellent time for their quarrel,

with His Royal Highness close at hand, and the whole
audience within hearing. As the last crowning woe. Rose
herself appeared, all out of breath. It was time for her to

go upon the stage and reply to the words that Vulcan was
that minute speaking. And what met her eyes? Her hus-
band and his Mend rolling together on the floor at her
feet, with coats covered with dust and dishevelled hair.

They impeded her movements, she could not pass thera.
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One of the carpenters caught Fauchery's hat, just as

It was about to roll down upon the stage. Meanwhile,
Vulcan, who was drawing on his imagination for phrases

^vith which to amuse the public, now repeated the last

sentence to which Rose was to reply, but Rose stood
immovable, looking at the two men.

" Go on ! Go on !
" hissed Bordenave furiously in her

ear. "Are you mad ? This is none of your business. Be
off with you !

"

He hustled her along, and Rose, stepping over the
struggling, gasping men, found herself before the flaring

foot-lights and the impatient public. She could not imag-
ine what this quarrel meant; and trembling from head to

foot, with a strange confusion in her brain, she advanced
with her beautiful smile—a loving Diana—and uttered the

first phrases of her duo with so much fire that the public

applauded her with vehemence. Behind the scenes she
heard the dull blows inflicted by the two men. Fortu-
nately the orchestra drowned this noise, so far as the
audience was concerned,

"In the name of Heaven ! " cried Bordenave, in exas-

peration, when he had at last succeeded in separating

them, " can't you fight in your own home ? You know
very well that I don't like such things here. You, Mig-
non, will remain on this side always, when you are inside

the theatre, and, Fauchery, if you want the entree here,

you will stick to the other, or else, do you understand? I

shall forbid Rose bringing you here."

When Bordenave went back to the Prince, His Royal
Highness condescended to inquire as to the cause of the
fracas.

" Oh ! it is nothing," he said, with an,easy air.

Nana, wrapped in her furs, was waiting for her entree,

and talking gayly with these gentlemen. The Marquis
de Chouard was inspecting the house through a hole in

the curtain. Comte Muffat went forward to join him,
when a look from the stage-manager admonished him that
he must move softly. In the deserted coulisses an
occasional shadow flitted noiselessly to and fro, speaking
\n subdued tones. The man who managed the gas was
lit his post; a fireman leaning against a fly stretched his
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neck and tried to see, while high up on his bench sat the
man who had the curtain in charge, with the most resigned
and weary look, careless of the play and intent only on
the bells, which would indicate to him which rope to pull

;

and amid this stifling air, these whispers and mysterious
creakings of ropes and machinery, the voices of the actors

on the stage came with a strange, weird sound. Further
off, too, were the confused bray of the orchestra, coming in

gusts, and the buzz of the audience with an occasional out-

break of applause. The public was felt, even when
invisible and silent.

"There is certainly something open somewhere," said

Nana, suddenly drawing her furs around her with a
shiver. " Look, Barillot ; I am sure a window has been
opened. It is enough to freeze one !

"

But Barillot swore that he himself had shut everything.

Perhaps there might be a pane or two broken—that he
could not answer for. "Artists were always complaining
of draughts," he muttered.

It was undeniably true that there was never such a place

for taking cold as this. The heat of the gas, and then
these sudden blasts of cold air.

Nana, in reply to Barillot's remark, that artists were
always complaining of draughts, said, crossly

:

" i should like to see how you would like it, if you were
here dressed as we are !

'*

" Hush, hush," murmured Bordenave.
Rose had sung a passage in her duo so well that bravos

drowned the orchestra. Nana stood still, very grave and
quiet. Meanwhile the Count was exploring the scenery

at the side, when Barillot stopped him. He saw, however,

the wrong side of the scenery. The backs of the flies cov-

ered thick with various coatings of old placards ; then a

corner of the stage. The cavern of Mount Etna hewn out

of a silver mine, with Vulcan's Forge at the. back ; the

gigantic trestle work, set thick with gas-burners, illuminated

the pieces of foil ; red and green glasses adroitly managed
produced the effect of flames in the forge.

Upon a gentle slope, amid all these scattered lights, sat

old Madame Drouard, who played Juno, half asleep,

waiting for her entrance.
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But there was a sudden movement Simonne, who was
listening attentively to a story that Clarisse was telling

her, turned and exclaimed

:

" Look ! there is La Tricon."

It was indeed La Tricon, with her English curls, and her

Countess-like air. When she saw Nana she went directly

to her.

The two women exchanged a few words, and then Nana
said aloud :

" No, not now," and then walked away.
The old lady looked after her very gravely. Prulliere,

as he passed her, stopped to shake hands with her. Two
little figurantes watched her with eagerness. She seemed
to hesitate. Then she beckoned to Simonne, and there was
again the same quick interchange of words.

" Yes," murmured Simonne, at last ;
" yes, in half an

hour."
But as Simonne went toward her dressing-room, she met

Madame Bron, who had come up again with letters, and
who handed her one. Bordenave called the woman to him,
and reproved her for allowing La Tricon to pass. The idea
of such a thing! and on that evening, too, when His
Highness was there! Madame Bron, who had been thirty

years in the theatre, replied, Avith some sharpness.
" H6w was she to know?" she asked. " La Tricon had

all sorts of business relations with these ladies, and Mon^
Bieur Bordenave had seen her there over and over again^

and never found any fault with her before about it."

And while Bordenave choked down his anger. La Tricon
calmly examined the Prince from head to foot, with the
air of a woman who can read a man at a glance. A smile
lighted her sallow face. She then n^oved off at a slow
pace amid this crowd of respectful, deferential women—
Bordenave's Seraglio.

She went once more to Simonne, who was reading a
letter, and seemed considerably disturbed.

" You will come at once ? " said the old lady.
Simonne's letter was from a young man whom she had

promised to receive that evening, and who had written to

remind her of that promise. She scrawled a few word^
which she gave to Madame Bron.
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" Impossible ! Engaged !

"

But she was uneasy. The young man might be waiting
for her. As she was not in the third act, she wished to

leave at once, so she begged Clarisse to go and investigate

for her. Clarisse did not go on again until near the end
of the act. She went doAvn-stairs, therefore, for Simonne,
while the latter went on to the dressing-room, which they
occupied in common.

Below-stairs, in Madame Bron's tiny wine-shop, an actor,

who took the part of Pluto, was drinking all alone, wrapped
in a red robe covered with tongues of golden flames. The
business of the concierge had certainly been flourishing

that evening, for the air was thick with the moisture from
the constant washing of glasses. Clarisse lifted the tunic
she wore as Iris, to keep it from the filthy stairs, on the

lowest of which she prudently halted, and looked into the

lage.

Wise indeed was she ! For that idiot—La Faloise—was
still there, seated in the very same chair between the table

and the stove. He had pretended to depart when Simonne
had seen him, but had at once come back again.

The 16ge was crowded with well-dressed men—all wear-
ing the same resigned and patient expression. All were
gravely waiting. Only the dirty plates were left on the
table. Madame Bron had distributed all the bouquets. A
single rose had fallen to the floor, and was withering by
the side of the black cat, who had curled herself into a ball,

while kittens were tumbling over her in a wild frolic, or
running like mad among the legs of these men.

Clarisse laughed to herself, for La Faloise did not like

cats, and he sat with his elbows pinned close to his sides,

and his eyes fixed on the animals, not knowing what they
would do next. She was tempted to make a scene, and
call him out.

" Take care of yourself! " muttered Pluto, who liked a

J'oke, as he passed her. "You will- catch it! I see it in
lis eye."

Then Clarisse relinquished her idea of " having it out

"

with La Faloise. She had seen Madame Bron give the
letter to Simonne's young man. She saw him go to thf
gas-bumor in the vestibule to read it.
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" Impossible ! Engaged !

"

And then peaceably, and as if quite accustomed to th&i

sort of thing, he walked off.

At least there was one man who knew how to behave.

He was very different from the others—those who sat on
those ragged chairs of Madame Bron's, in that huge glass

lantern, which was so frightfully hot, and which smelt
none too well.

What had got into the men ? And Clarisse, disgusted

and out of temper, slowly climbed the three flights of stairs

again, to carry the information to Simonne which she had
undertaken to acquire.

The Prince had taken Nana aside, and was talking to

her in a low voice. He had not taken his eyes from her.

Nana did not look at him, but smilingly gave a little nod
that said yes. But suddenly Comte Muffat, deserting Bor-

denave, who was giving him some details in regard to the

mechanism of the lights and other things, went up to them,
and interrupted the conversation. He obeyed an all-pow-

erful impulse. Nana looked up, and smiled upon him as

she had smiled on His Highness. Meanwhile, she kept
her ear open for her cue.

" The third act is the shortest, I believe," said the Prince,

annoyed by the Comte's presence.

She did not ansv:er. She was absorbed in her own mat-
ters. Suddenl}^ with a rapid movement of her shoulders,

she dropped off her furs, which Madame Tiby, standing
behind, caught in her arms. Quickly carrying both hands
to her hair, as if to compose herself, she walked on to the

stage.
" Hush ! hush !

" said Bordenave. >

The Count and the Prince were amazed at the quickness
with which she had moved. First a profound silence and
then a long sigh came from the whole house almost simul-
taneously. Each evening precisely the same effect was
produced by the appearance of Venus in her goddess-like

Muffat wished to see, and went to the hole in the curtain.

Beyond the dazzling circle of foot-lights the house looked
dark, and seemed filled with mist, and on this neutral

tint, increased by row after row of heads, Nana stood
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out, all white and tall, blotting out the balcony and the
boxes.

He saw her back, the neck fading into the beautiful

shoulders, the swelling hips and extended arms, while be-

low at her feet, was the head of the prompter—an old
man's head—steady and firm, with an honest, kindly
expression in his face.

As she sang certain phrases the}'^ seemed to vibrate

through her whole frame, falling from her throat to her
waist, and thence to the hem of her tunic. When she ut-

tered her last note amid a tempest of bravas, she sank back
in a profound salutation, her long hair sweeping far below
her waist. Seeing her thus retreating step by stepwtowar('.

the loop-hole, through which he was watching her, the
Comte turned away, pale and discomfited. He no longei

beheld the stage, he saw only the wrong side of all the
decorations, and the dingy, dirty placards. All Olympus
had gathered around old Madame Drouard, who was peace-

fully slumbering and waited for the end of the act. Bose
and Fontan were sitting on the floor, with their chins on
their knees. Prulliere stifled his yawns and waited, eager
to go on the stage and be through, that he might go home
and to bed.

At this moment Fauchery, who was compelled to keep
to that side designated by Bordenave, put his arm through
'ihe Count's, in order to appear to be at ease.

' Ydu Ir-iow little :;f this place, I believe ? " said the
Journalist. " Moiuifig coald be more curious. Come
with me, and I will show you about.

'

" I shall be only too glad," answered Muff"at, conscious
of a momentarily increasing weakness, and he followed
Fauchery, at the same time looking about to find the Mar-
quis de Chouard, who had disappeared, and felt both relief

and anxiety in quitting these coulisses, from whence ho
could hear Nana singing.

Fauch6ry was already on the staircase, which was much
like those in appearance, with which the Count was famil-

iar in his expeditions in the interests of the Benevolent
Association, of which he was a member—the iron railing

polished by the constant friction of hands, and the wood
worn away by innumerable feet. On each landing 9
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Bquare window lighted the passage, and in the lanterni

projecting from the wall the gas burned brightly, throwing

a strong light on this squalid scene, and giving out a heat

which grew more and more intense as they ascended.
" There are four stories," said Fauchery, " and I assure

you that you won't find it very cold up there !

"

When Comte Muffat reached the foot of this staircase, he
received a puff of warm air full in his face—air laden with

the odor of musk, toilette vinegar and poAvder. He felt

bewildered and almost stupefied. On the first floor corri-

dors stretched along, having on either side the yellow doors

common to a maison meublee, with huge white numbers
upon them, the lower panels beaten and battered.

The Count ventured to look in at one open door, and saw
a small and dirty room, the shop of a hair-dresser and wig-

maker, furnished with two chairs and a table, with a drawer
blackened by the grease of brush and combs. Here a

young fellow was changing his linen, in the next room a

woman was putting on her hat and gloves, ready to leave.

But Fauchery called the Count to come on, and they

roached the second floor, when a hideous oath struck their

pars. Mathilde, the ingenue, had broken her wash-basin,

5ind a flood of soapy water ran across the corridor. A
door was shut violently. Two women flew across it

with two bounds. Then loud laughter, a quarrel and
a song were heard, followed by silence. Doors wer«
ajar, through which gleams of wliite arms and linen
drapery were seen ; one young girl was standing with her

foot on a chair, mending a rent which had been made in

her skirts. An occasional woman hastily closed her door
out of delicacy.

On the third floor Muffat yielded to the intoxication
which assailed him. The dressing-rooms of the figurantes
and chorus-singers were there, twenty women crowded
together in each, with their scented soaps, their lavender
Water and cheap perfumes.

In passing he heard behind a closed door a most terrific

splashing—a tempest in a wash-basin. As he went up the
last flight he had the curiosity to look through an open
Judas into a room that was empty. The gas was blazing,

ftnd lighted only a wild disorder of skirts and feminine
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ftlH-wiw*(. Thi* room was the last thing that he saw. Above,
on the iburth Hoor, Muffat felt as if he should suffocate.

All th*i odors and all the heat seemed to have gathered

there. The gas burned through a yellow atmosphere. He
held on to the iron railing, which he fancied was warm with
a livin;; heat, and closing his eyes, his senses drank in ali

this, 01 which hitherto he had been ignorant.
" Come on ! " cried Fauchery, who had momentarily dis-

appeaisd; " somebody wants you."

At tie end of the corridor was the dressing-room occu-

pied b 7 Clarisse and Simonne—a long, narrow attic, with
elopinj: roof and weather-stained walls. Light came from
above through two square, deep openings, from which
hung *he iron bars which served to raise the sashes. At
this hour, however, four gas-burners liglited this room,
the wills of which were covered with paper, at seven sous

per roll—pink flowers running over a green trellis. Two
shelves, side by side, did duty as toilette tables. These
were covered with India-rubber cloth, blackened by water
that had been slopped there, and under which were tin

buckets, beaten and banged by hard usage, full of soapy
wat^^r and huge pitchers of coarse yellow-ware. On the

shelves were heaped all sorts of untidy things, by the side

of the half-filled basins, horn-combs—broken and twisted

—hair pins and brushes, ends of ribbon and lace: in short,

the hundred and one articles which two women, hastily

washing and dressing at the same time, leave around them
in a place which they occupy but temporarily, and whose
tincleanliness does not disturb them.

" Come on I " repeated Fauchery, with that air of inti-

macy quickly adopted by men among these filles.
" Clariss6

has a tender word or two for you."
Muffat entered the room, where, to his infinite surprise,

he beheld the Marquis de Chouard installed between the

two dressing-tables, seated oa a straw chair. He had
retreated to this position, and hastily drawn up his feet

because a bucket of water had been tipped over and a sea

of soap-suds was rapidly invading the floor.

He had an air of being thoroughly at home, and of

being able to select the most comfortable nooks, and
10
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looked intensely happy among all t'uis disorder and
tincleanliness.

"So you are going with the old gentleman?" said

Simonne in the ear of Clarisse.

"Occasionally !
" she answered aloud.

The dresser, a young girl, ugly in appearance and famil-

iar in her manner, was assisting Simonne to put on her^

cloak, at once fell into convulsions of laughter; the whole
three women, in fact, seemed to consider that these words
contained some tremendous joke.

" Come, Clarisse, give the gentleman a kiss," said Fau-
chery.

And turning toward the Count, he added:
" You will see what a nice little girl she is ; fjr she will

kiss you, I am sure !

"

But Clarisse. was disgusted with men. She burst into a

violent attack on the beasts which she said were crowded
into that hole down-stairs with the concierge. Besides,

ehe had not a moment to lose ; it was time for her to be on
the stage then. But, as Fauchery would not move, she
deposited two light kisses on Muffat's whiskers, saying:

" They are not for you, however. They are for Fauchery,
who is such an intolerable bore," and she ran away.
The Count stood, in considerable embarrassment, just in

front of his father-in-law. His face was flushed. In Nana's
luxurious boudoir, among her mirrors and dainty acces-

sories of the toilette, he had not experienced one tithe of
the emotion he. felt here, amid the squalid poverty of this

attic room. With a strange buzzing sound in his ears, he
was as if stunned and had little idea of how long he stood
there, or of what was going on. Then he saw that the
Marquis was hurrying after Simonne, and urging some-
thing vehementl3\ She shook her head. Fauchery fol-

lowed them, laughing aloud. Muffat was left alone with
the dresser, who was emptying the wash-basins.

He, too, went away, descending the staircase with
trembling limbs, seeing, as he went, more half-clad

women scudding through the passages, and flinging the
doors to with a bang as they saw him. But amid all these

strange scenes, he bad but one distinct impression: that of
a huge eat, who, basking in this heated furnace, pattered
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slowly down the stairs, rubbing herself against the railing

with her tail high in the air.

" Well !" said a hoarse voice, a woman's, " I thought it

would never be through to-night."

It was the end. The curtain had just fallen, and there

was a wild rush through the corridor, and up and down
the stairs, of eager women anxious to dress and depart. As
Corate Muffat reached the last stair, he saw Nana and the

Prince walking slowly down the corridor. Nana stopped,

and with a smile and in a low whisper, she said :

" I will be ready, presently !

"

The Prince went back to the stage, where Bordenave was

.

waiting for him. Then, alone in the corridor with Nana,
the Comte, yielding to a wild and passionate longing—half

anger and half love—hurried after her, and, as she

reached her dressing-room, he kissed her neck, just where
the light fluffy hair grew. It was like the kiss he had
received up-stairs, here returned.

Nana wheeled with uplifted hand. But, when she saw
the Comte, she smiled.

And her smile was adorable, a mixture of confusion and
submission, as if she had despaired of ever receiving this

kiss, and was made happy by its tardy coming. But he
must wait. Her eyes said that. Then she spoke

:

" You know, perhaps, that I have bought a country

house near Orleans, a part of the country where you go
sometimes? Bebe told me so at least, and so did Georges
Hujon, whom you know. Come and see me there."

The Count, now shocked at his brutality, relapsed into

his natural timidity, and, quite ashamed of himself, replied

with ceremonious politeness, promising to accept her kind
invitation. He rejoined the Prince, and, as he passed the

Foyer, he heard Satin say :

" I wish you would let me alone 1

"

These words were addressed to the Marquis de Chouard.
Satin had had quite enough of these people. Nana had
just.presented her to Bordenave, and had obtained his

promise of an engagement for her. But Satin was now
tired of being on her best behavior—tired of keeping her

lips tight shut, lest she should utter some folly, and wished
to escape all the more, because she had fallen in tht
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coulisses upon an old friend, the man who played Pl«t«4

^ former pastry cook. She Avas waiting for him now,
and was quite indignant that the Marquis should

address her as if she were one of the actresses attached tc

the theatre. She became quite dignified, and, drawing
herself up, said :

" My husband is coming
;
you will see what he will have

to say."

Meanwhile the actors, with weary face and step, departed
one by one. Groups of men and women were continually
hurrying down the stairs, throwing on the walls the shadows
4)f their battered hats, and faded, ragged shawls. On the

empty stage, where most of the lights were by this time
extinguished, the Prince was still standing with Bordenave.
He had sent to say to the two officers who were waiting for

him in his box that he would meet them at the door on
the sidewalk.

The Prince was waiting to see Nana, when she at last

appeared. The only light was that of the lantern carried

in the hand of the gas-fitter, who was making his last

rounds. Bordenave, to avoid taking His Highness through
the Passage des Panoramas, had ordered the corridor

thrown open which led from the 16ge of the concierge to

the vestibule of the theatre. The women were scurrying
through this passage, eager to escape from the men who
were besetting them. Fontan, Bosc and Prulliere slowly
retired, much amused by the sight of the crowd of men,
who were pacing up and down on the other side, watching
the departure of these girls with the lovers of their hearts.

But Clarisse was very acute ; she had a shrewd suspicion

that La Faloise had not gone, and she was right, for he was
Btill there in the companionship of these gentlemen, who
occupied Madame Bron's chairs. Clarisse passed with head
held high, and another woman with her. These men
started up, considerably disturbed by this rush of skirts,

in despair at having been kept waiting so long, and then
Rt seeing these women flit past without even being able to

know which was which among them.
The black kittens were asleep on the oil-cloth, curled up

to their mother, who was the picture of comfort, while tht
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huge tomcat, seated at the other end of the table, watched
irith his yellow eyes the dim figures of the women
hurrying by. •.

"If His Highness will take the trouble to come thia

way," said Bordenave at the foot of the stairs, pointing
toward the narrow, dingy passage. The Prince followed
Nana; Muffat and the ^larquis came last. It was a long,

narrow passage between the theatre and the next housa
which had been roofed in and fitted with an occasional
window pane. A frightful, chilly dampness seemed to

ooze from the black, mouldy wall. Each footfall echoed
as in a subterranean passage. There were all sorts of

things piled up—a work-bench and plane used occasionally

by the concierge, and a quantity of wooden railings that

were set up at night to keep back the crowd. Nana raised

her skirts as she passed a hydrant, the faucet of which was
imperfectly closed. In the vestibule they separated, and
when Bordenave was alone he shrugged his shoulders with
philosophic disdain. This shrug spake volumes in regard
to his judgment upon the Prince.

" He is a simpleton, all the same !
" he said, without fur-

ther explanation, to Fauchery, whom Rose Mignon in-

sisted should go with her, that her husband and he might
be reconciled at home.

Muffat stood alone on the sidewalk. The Prince turned
back, having put Nana in her carriage. The Marquis fol-

lowed Satin and her Pluto, hoping yet to win some favor

from her. Then Muffat, with his head on fire, determined
to walk home. He had ceased to struggle. A flood of
new life had shipwrecked all the beliefs and ideas of his

forty years. As he traversed the Boulevards he heard
through the roar of the carriages Nana's name syllabled
over and over again ; amid the blaze of the gas he beheld
Nana's white shoulders and supple arms : and he felt that

Bhe had taken possession of all his senses. His youth
awakened at this late hour, annihilating his cold Cathoiio

ism and his manly dignity, , . _
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•CHAPTER IX.

CABBAGES AND ROSES.

COMTE MUFFAT, accompanied by his wife and hia

daughter, had arrived the j^revious evening at Fon-

dettes, where Madame Hujon, who was there alone with

her son Georges, had invited them to spend a week. The
house, built toward the end of the seventeenth century,

rose in the centre of an immense park, somewhat bare and
unornamented ; but the garden made amends in its beau-

tiful shrubberies and fountains, fed from living streams,

and tall trees, which were a delightful relief to the

monotony of the long dull road between Orleans and
Paris.

At eleven o'clock, when the second breakfast bell had
brought every one together, Madame Hujon, with her kind,

maternal smile, kissed Sabine on either cheek, saying

:

" You know in the country that this is one of my privi-

leges. It makes me twenty years younger. Did you sleep

Well in your old chamber ?
"

Then' without waiting for the reply, she turned toward
Estelle

:

"And the child slept well, too, did she not? Kiss me,
dear."

They were seated in the great dining-room, whose win-

dows looked out on the park, but as they were only five,

they Avere at the end of the long table, rather close

together. The Count asked if the postman arrived at two
o'clock regularly. Sabine, in excellent spirits, recalled the

recollections of her childhood, the months she had spent

at Fondettes, the long walks, a tumble into th^ basin on a

eummer evening—an old romance of the days of chivalry

discovered in a wardrobe, and read in the winter by the

light of the fire.

And Georges, who had not seen the Countess for some
time, thought her changed and odd, while Estelle was as

silent and insignificant as ever.

As they eat their fresh-laid eggs and cutlets, Madame
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ftujoD lamented over the degeneracy of butchers. She
marketed at Orleans, but sh€ could never get anything she
ordered. Besides, if her guests got nothing to eat, it was
their own fault: they came too late in the season.

" There is no sense in it," she said. " I expected you, all

through June, and now it is the middle of September.
You see it is no longer pretty."

And she waved her hand toward the lawn, where the
trees were yellowing. The day was cloudy, a bluish mist
hung over the distant hills, and a gentle melancholy
pervaded the scene.

"I have invited company," she continued, "and then it

will be more lively. First, there are two gentlemen whom
Georges has asked. Monsieur Fauchery and Monsieur Da-
guenet. You know them, I believe. Then there is Mon-
sieur de Vandeuvres. It is true that he has been promis-
ing to come for the last five years and has not got here yet,

but it may be different now."
"Ah!" said the Countess, laughing, "we won't have

Monsieur Vandeuvres. He is too busy in Paris. You
forget my fatlier, too. He will be here to-morrow,"
"And Philippe ? " asked Muffat.
"Philippe applied for leave," answered Madame Hujon,

" but I very much fear that by the time he gets here you
will be gone."

Coffee was served ; the conversation fell on Paris, and
Steiner's name was pronounced, which elicited an excla-

mation from Madame Hujon.
" By the way," she said, " is not Monsieur Steiner the

Btout gentleman whom I met at your house one night? A
Banker, unless I greatly mistake. He is certainly a nice

sort of person! He has recently bought an estate near
here—only about a league away—for an actress. The
whole country about is scandalized. Have you heard any-
thing about it?

"

" No, nothing," answered Muffat. "And so Steiner has
bought an estate near here, has he ?

"

Georges, hearing his mother broach this subject, buried
his nose in his cup ; but, at this reply from the Count, he
looked up quickly with astonishment. How could he teU

Buch a square, direct falsehood ?
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The Corate, on his side, who had noticed these move'
ments on the part of the young man, threw at him a

glance of defiance. Madame Hujon continued to give

details. To get to this place it was necessary to cross a
bridge, unless one risked a wetting; but the bridge in-

creased the distance by two good kilometres.

"And wliat is this actress called?" asked the Countess,
Tfho Avas calmly listening.

" Dear me ! I was told," answered the old lady, " I was
told only this morning. Georges, you were present this

morning when the gardener was telling us."

Georges adopted an expression of intense thought.
MufFat waited patiently, twirling a teaspoon between his

fingers.

Then the Countess turned to her husband and said

:

" It must be that actress at the Varietes—Nana."
"Nana! yes, that is. it," cried Madame Hujon. "And

she is to reside at La Mignotte ! I heard it all from the
gardener. In fact she is to come this very night Georges,

did not the gardener say so ?
"

The Comte started in some surprise, which Georges saw,
" Oh ! mamma," he said, gayly. " The gardener did not

know Avhat he was talking about. He is a stupid fellow.

But the coachman told me just now that no one was
expected at La Mignotte before day after to-morrow."
He tried to look unconcerned and indifferent, at the

same time studying the effect of his words upon the Uomte,
who was playing with his teaspoon in a contented &ort of

way.
The Comtesse, with her ej^es fixed on the mistj' park,

seemed not to hear the conversation, but to be absorbed in

some subtle thought or souvenir which brought a faint

smile to her lips, while Estelle, erect and motionless on
her chair, listened to what v/as said of Nana, without a
change in her fair face.

" Good heavens !

" murmured Madame Hujon. her
excitement having somewhat abated. " I don't know v/hy

I should care. The sun shines no worse for us, I presume.
We cannot expect to make people after our own patt^-rn.

If we chance to meet this grande dame on the highway »f
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•hall have to resort to all sorts of contrivances not to bow
to her!"
And as they left the dining-room, she resumed her leo*

ture to the Comtesse Sabine for having allowed her to

expect her vainly all the year. But the Comtesse defended
herself, throwing all the blame on her husband. Twice
she had been ready to come; her trunks were packed
and locked, when he had countermanded the order, and
talked of urgent business which would keep him in town.
Then, all at once, when she had given up the trip entirely,

had suddenly decided upon it.

Then Madame Hujon told how Georges, too, had disap-

pointed her, over and over again, when she looked forward
to his coming, and finall}' dropped down upon her when
she least expected him.
The two ladies walked toward the garden, the Comte de

Muffat and Georges by their side, listening in silence to

these words.
"No matter," said the old lady, kissing her son's feir

hair. " Zizi is a dear boy, and never forgets his mother

;

he is a good boy, too, to like to shut himself up in the
country with her."

Zizi was his mother's pet name for Georges.
In the afternoon, Madame Hujon felt a little anxiety in

regard to this idolized boy. Georges, on leaving the
breakfast table, complained of a slight headache, which
increased with great rapidity, until at last he declared,

about four o'clock, that he should take to his bed—it was
his only remedy—and after a good sleep he should be all

right, and himself again the next da3^
His mother followed him, to see that he had all that he

wanted, and herself drew the coverlid over him and dark-
ened the windows. No sooner, however, had she left the
room tlian he jumped from the bed and locked his door,
railing out to her that he did so to prevent any one dis-

larbing him. He added

:

" Good-night, little mother ! I shall be all right in the
aioming !

"

His voice was a caress, and Madame Hujon smiled st

the sleepiness of its tone.

He did not, however, return to his couch, but with %
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heightened color, bright eyes, and noiseless movements pro*

ceeded to dress himself, and then sat motionless in a chair,

apparently waiting for something. When the dinner-bell

rang, he cautiously looked out, and watched Comte Mutfat
enter the dining-room. Ten minutes later, sure of not
being seen, he leaped lightly from the window, and had no
difficulty in reaching the ground. His chamber was on
the second floor, in the rear of the house.

Keeping well in the shelter of the trees, he went out of

the park through a small door in the wall, and rushed
across the fields toward La Choue, hungry but happy. As
night came on, a fine rain began to fall.

Nana had reached her house that same evening. Ever
since Steiner had purchased it, a month previous, she had
beeii wild to reside in it, and had fairly wept at the impos-
sibility of obtaining a leave, however short, from Borde-
nave. He declared that he would not give her up, not for

one evening, during the Exposition. He talked of Septem-
bfcf . but when the end of August came, he spoke of October.

Nana, in a rage, declared that with or without his con-
sent she would go to her country house on the 15th of Sep-
tember; and in Bordenave's very presence, in order to brave
him, she invited a number of persons to join her there.

One afternoon, when Muffat—whom she resisted with
that feminine instinct which demanded that once in her life

she should be rapturously loved—took her hands in his

with passionate words of entreaty, she answered that he
m.ust wait until she went to the country, and to him, too,

she mentioned the 15th.

Three days before that date, however, moved by a sud-
den caprice, she went off alone with Zoe. Perhaps Borde-
nave, had he suspected this intention, would have found
some way of detaining her. It pleased her hugely, when
she was established, to send him a bulletin from her physi-

cian. She signified her intention to no one but the man
who was in charge of her house, but when the notion first

seized her, drove poor Zoe about like a very fury, bid-

ding her hurry with the trunks ; but when they were fairly

off in the fiacre, she asked pardon of the surly waiting-

Iroman.
On reaching the station she thought it only proper to
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notify Steiner, and wrote to him not to come until the day
after, as she needed rest. And then all at once she had
another idea, and scrawled a note to her aunt, Madame
Lerat, bidding her bring little Louis to her as soon as pos-

sible. It would do the child so much good, and what fun
it would be to play with him under the trees ! All the way
from Paris to Orleans she could talk of nothing else—her

eyes were suffused with tears in a sudden access of mater-

nal affection. Flowers, birds, green trees and her child,

were all jumbled together in her mind.
La Mignotte was only about three leagues from Orleans.

Nana lost an hour in trying to find a carriage. She at last

Bucceeded in getting a huge caleche, which rolled slowly

along with a great creaking and rattling of iron. She en-

tered at once into conversation with the coachman, a little

taciturn old man, whom she overwhelmed with questions.

Had he ever been to Mignotte? Did he pass by there

often ? Was it behind that hill? Were there many trees

about it ? and could it be seen from a distance ?

The little man answered with grunts and monosj^llables.

[n the caliche Nana fidgeted with impatience, while Zo6j

furious at being hurried away from Paris in this uncere-

monious fashion, sat stiff" and sulky. The horse suddenly
stopped, and Nana, supposing that they had arrived, thrust

her head out, with the eager question

:

"Well! is this it?"
The coachman made no reply, but lashing his horse, the

animal slowly began the ascent of a hill. Nana contem-
plated with rapture the immense plain outspread before

her under the gray sky, where clouds massing together

indicated a coming shower.
*' Look, Zoe, look at the grass ! Is that wheat over there ?

Heavens ! How beautiful it is !

"

" It is easy to see that Madame does not know much
about the country," answered the woman, with a supercil-

ious air. "As for me,'" she continued, " I know it only too
well. I had quite enough of it when I lived with thie den-
tist who had a house at Bongeval. It is cold, too, to-night^

and dreadfully damp here !

"

They passed under some trees, and Nana sniff"ed the ail

like a young dog. Suddenly, at a turn in the road, she
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perceived the corner of a house through the branches

That was hers undoubtedly. She attacked the coachman,

who shook his head and said no. As they came down th«

other side of the hill, he extended his whip and murmured:
" Look ! There it is !

"

Nana stretched herself out of the caleche, but could see

nothing.
" Where ? Tell me where? " she cried, pale, and her hands

trembling with impatience.

At last she discovered an end of a wall, and began to ut-

ter little cries and to move restlessly about, aftar the

manner of women under excitement.
" Zoe ! I see it ! I see it ! Look, quick ! out this side

!

There it is, and there is a brick parapet round the roof.

I see a hot-house, too! Why! it is a great big house!
Dear mc ! How beautiful I Look, Zoe, look !

"

The carriage stopped at the gate, which opened, and the

gardener, a tall, thin fellow, appeared, hat in hand. Nanji

tried to resume her dignity, for she fancied that the man
who drove was laughing at her. She had great diffi-

culty in not starting off at a full run, and listened to thn

gardener, who begged Madame to excuse the disorder, as

he had only received her letter that morning ; but notwith-

standing all her efforts, her feet carried her so rapidly over

the ground that Zoe could not keep up with her.

At the end of a long avenue she stood still to inspect the

house. It was large, and built in the Italian style of archi-

tecture, flanked by another building, smaller, squarer, and
more compact, which had been erected by a rich English-

man, who became disgusted with it almost immediately.
" I will show Madame the way," said the gardener.

But she hurried past him saying that he could go on with
his work, she did not need him. And without stopping to

throw off her hat, she ran from room to room, calling out

to Zoe, and making comments to her from one end of the

corridors to the otlier. Her voice and laughter pervaded
ihe whole empty house, which for many a long month had
been left to solitude and darkness.

First there was the large hall, which was a little damp.
T'lat, however, mattered nothing, as no one slept there.

the salon was very nice, with its windows opening on th«
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iawn, but the red furniture was hideous; it nii/st be
changed. And the dining-room ! Heavens ! what a

dining-room ! What fStes she could give if she only had
that dining-room in Paris

!

As she ascended the stairs she suddenly remembered
that she had not seen the kitchen. She went down again,

and she and Zoe wondered over its conveniences—the

beauty of the sink, and the size of the fireplace, where a

sheep 'could easily have been roasted.

When she at last went up-stairs the room she selected,

for herself excited her enthusiasm. It had been fitted up
by an Orleans upholsteiwr, in the style of Louis XVI., in

pale pink cretonne, and white varnished wood, the

panels framed in pink. It was lovely, she thought; and
one could sleep there very sweetly. It looked like the

nest of a young girl.

Then there were four or five rooms to offer to friends,

and a magnificent attic—so convenient for trunks ! Zoe,

still surly, glanced coldly about her, and delaying a little

behind Madame, saw her just disappear up the steep ladder

in the attic. The woman did not follow.
" Not I," she muttered. " I don't propose to break my

neck here !

"

But a voice called to her, far away it seemed, and half

smothered by some intervening obstacle.

"Oh! Zoe, come. Where are you.? Come up quick;
it is fairy land."

Zoe went up with audible grumbling. She found Ma-
dame upon the roof leaning over the brick parapet looking

down into the valley, which was like a rift in the level

plain. The view was immense—the horizon stretched

before her black with shifting clouds—the wind was rising,

and brought with it a cold fine rain. Nana held her hai
close to her head with both hands, or it would have been
carried away, while her skirts flew out with the cracking
and rattling of flags.

Zoe stuck the tip of her nose out, and hastily pulled it

back.
" No, indeed !

" she said. " I shall not come out thera
Madame will be blown away. I never knew such nast|
iveather."
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Nana did not hear. She leaned still further over th«

parapet, and looked at the grounds attached to the

house. There must have been at least seven or eight

acres enclosed by walls. The sight of the kitchen garden

was too much for her; she flew down the ladder, nearly

upsetting Zoe, and, putting her arms around her, cried

out:
" Cabbages ! cabbages ! Zoe, and lettuce, sorrel—all sorts

of things ! Come, quick !

"

The rain Avas increasing. She opened her white silk

parasol and ran down the path.

"Madame will certainly take cold !
" cried Zo6, standing

calmly under the shelter of the porch.

Nana was determined to investigate, however, and at

each new discovery there wore new exclamations.
" Zoe, spinach ! Come ; and here are artichokes. They

are so queer, and they have flowers, too ! But what is

this? I don't know it. Come and see, perhaps you can
tell."

But Zoe did not move. Madame was certainly crazy.

The rain was coming down in torrents. The dainty white
umbrella was already black and did not cover Madame,
whose skirts were all dripping. That was no matter, how-
ever, and did not disturb Nana in the least. In spite of

the shower she examined the kitchen garden, ar.d the

orchard, halting at each tree and bending over ea4,h bed
of vegetables. She ran to the well and looked down,
lifted a sash to see what manner of choice plants \/ere so

tenderly cared for, and further on stood for some moments
in rapt contemplation of an enormous pumpkin.
She felt an irresistible craving to tread with the step of

a proprietor on all these paths, and to take immediate pos-

Hession of these things of which she had so often dreamed,
when she, a slip-shod work-girl, lounged through the

Parisian streets. The rain came down with redoubled force,

but she scarcely noticed it. She could see nothing clearly,

but used her fingers instead of eyes.

Suddenly, amid the gloom, she perceived strawberriea

Then the remembrances of her childhood assailed her.

" Strawberries 1 " she cried; *' etrawberries I There arfl
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Bome here; I can but just see them, but I can smell ihera
Zoe, bring a plate, and come and pick some ! ''

And Nana crouched down in the wet grass, dropped
her umbrella, and received the rain full on her head and
shoulders. She picked the strawberries; her hands search-

ing among the wet leaves. But Zoe brought no plate,

As Nana rose to her feet sh 3 was startled. It seemed to

her that she had seen something glide away and disappear
into the darkness, and all at once heard a crackling among
the branches.

"A wild animal !

" she cried, with a gasp of horror.

But she was too frightened to move.
In a second she saw that it was a man, and had recog-

nized him.
" Why, it is Beb6. What on earth are you doing there^

" Doing !

" answered Georges. " I came to see you."
Nana was dumbfounded.
"But how did you know I Avas here? Did the gar-

dener tell you? You are wet through and through
boy !

"

-

" Indeed .1 am !

" he answered. " I got caught in the
rain, but I would not go back, and I tumbled into a ditch

full of water, and now look at me."
Then Nana forgot all about, the strawberries and became

quite pitiful. Poor Bebe in a ditch full of water ! Why 1

it was quite terrible. She dragged him toward the house,
and said she would have a fire made at once.

" You know," he murmured, " that I was hiding among
the trees for fear of being scolded, as I was in Paris, when
I came to see you without being expected."
She laughed but made no reply, as she kissed hinj

lightly on the forehead.

Up to this time she had treated him as the merest boy,
laughed at all his declarations, and amusing herself with
him, as if he were of no i nanner of consequence.
She did not know precisely -vThat to do with him now.

She finally insisted on taking him to her own sleeping-room,
and having the fire lighted there. Zoe, who was habituated
to all sorts of rencontres, was not in the least surprised ta

Bee Georges.
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But the gardener wlio brought in the wood was aston*

ished to see this dripphig youth, to whom he certainly haci

not opened the gate. The man was quickly gotten rid of,

however. A lamp was lighted, and the fire soon burned
with a ruddy glow.

" He will certainly take cold ! " exclaimed Nana, as she

5aw Georges shiver. " What can be done?

"

Alas, there were no masculine garments on the premises,

a;\d she was about to recall the gardener, when an idea

3Lruck her, at which she laughed aloud.

Zo^ was sent to the dressing-room to unpack the trunks,

and ordered to bring a change of linen—skirts, dresses,

and dressing-gown.

"The boy can get into these!" cried Nana, "and when
liis own clothes are dry he can put them on and hurry
home, lest his mother should lecture him."
Then turning to Georges, she said " Make haste. I am

poing to my dressing-room to get out of my wet things
too

!

"

When she came back ten minutes later, in her peignoir,

she clasped her hands in ecstasy.
" Oh ! the darling ! What a lovel}' little woman-he makes !"

He had put on a long night-dress, a skirt, and a peignoir

of batiste, trimmed with lace. In these garments he
looked like a girl, his white arms shown by the flowing

."leeves, and his fair hair curling in his neck.

"Can it be that he is no larger than I?" said Nana, put-

ting her arm around his waist. "Come here, Zo6, and see

how this fits him ; it is as if it were made for him, except
over the bust, where it is too large. Upon my word, this

boy is smaller than I
!

"

Georges admitted this fact with a smile, and they all

three laughed at the joke. Nana insisted on buttoning the
peignoir all the way down, and turned him round and
round as if he had been a doll that she was dressing. She
put in a pin here and another there, making the skirt more
bouffante, all the time questioning him, asking him if

he were warm enough.
"Yes," he said, "he was warm and comfortable; he

liked these skirts and things, and wished he could wear
tliem always." As he spoke he wrapped the soft peignoii
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around him, feeling that in it, lingered something of Nana'a
personality.

In the meanwhile, Zee had carried off the lad's wet erar-

mente to the kitchen, where she was bidden to' dry them
just as rapidly as possible. Then Georges, comfortably

established in an arm-chair, ventured on a confession.
" Don't you intend to have anything to eat to-night ? I

am literally famished!"
Nana scolded him. What a little simpleton he was to

run away, walk all that distance on an empty stomach, and
tumble into a ditch. But she too was liungry; but she
doubted the capacities of the house as to providing much
of a meaL However, a small table was rolled in front of

them, and the oddest possible dinner was improvised.

Zoe ran to the gardener, who had made a cabbage-soup in

case that Madame had not dined at Orleans. Madame had
given him no orders in regard to any meal, in the letter

which she had written. Fortunately, there was plenty of

wine in the cellar. There was, therefore, the cabbage-soup
to begin with. Then Nana produced from the bag numer-
ous things, with wiiich she had provided herself in case

of accident—a small pate de foie gras, a paper of bonbons,
i*nd some oranges. They both ate like ogres, with an ap-

petite that belongs only to twenty years, and were happy
and gay in the society of each other.

Nana called Georges '' my dear," which seemed to hiw
tender as well as familiar. At dessert, out of consideration

for Zoe, they emptied with the same spoon—taking turns

—

a jar of sweetmeats they discovered among the china.

"Upon my word," said Nana, pushing back the gu^ri-

don, " it is ten years since I dined so well
!

"

But it was growing late, and she was anxious to send
the boy away, lest he should get into trouble. But he de-

c' ired that he had plenty of time. Besides, his clothing

'Iried but slowly, Zoe said that he could not put them or,

]or another hour, and as she was very tired, they told her

she need not wait, hut could go off to bed. The lad could
go down into the kitchen, dress there and go away.

It was a charming evening. The fire was dying, away
but the largo blue-room was too warm. Nana, oppressed
dy the heat, went to the window and looked out.

U
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** Gk>od Heavens 1 " she cried, " how beautiful ! Come and
look, my dear !

"

Georges obeyed, and standing at Nana's side, he put his

arm around her waist, and laid his head on her shoulder.

The weather had changed ; the cloudless sky was spread

before them with a large round moon sailing triumphantly
across it, and flooding the whole country with its silvery

light.

Nana was touched and moved. She was a child again.

She had dreamed of such nights at a period in her life

which she now rarely recalled. All she had seen from the

time she left the cars—the beautiful country, the spaciou;?

house, the odor of the flowers and the vegetables—made
her feel as though it were twenty years since she left

Paris.

Georgf 8 kissed her throat again and again; his kisses

added to the strange disorder of her emotions. With a

trembling hand she pushed him aside, as if he had been
an importunate child whose aff"ection disturbed her, and
told him again that he must depart.

He answered that he would go presently. The song of

a nightingale cleft the air; it seemed to be just under the

window.
"Wait!" said Georges. "The lamp frightens him. I

will put it out."

And when he came back, he put his arm about hia

companion's waist, saying:
" We will light it again presently."

Then with the boy close to her side, and listening to the

nightingale. Nana recalled the past. Yes, she had certainly

read in some novel of a scene like this. Once she would
have given the world for this moon and nightingale,

and a youth who adored her. She could have wept, so

sweet did all this seem. Why had she not lived a better

life ? she asked herself, as she repelled Georges, who grew
bolder.

" No, my boy," she answered ;
" I choose to remain youi

mamma."
Her face flushed, and she felt ashamed, and yet no one

could see. The country before them was utterly solitary.

&be tried to laugh ; this disguise was preposterous ; but hei
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laut^li faded, as her hands were seized by this boy in th«

silence of this quiet house,
'-'

The next day at Fondettea, when the bell rang for break-

fast, the table in the dining-room was none too large. A
carriage from the early train had brought Faucliery and
Dagusnet, and in the following train came the Comte de
\^andeuvres. Georges made liis appearance somewhat
pale, but answered all inquiries by saving that he had nol-

quite recovered from his headache. His mother watched_
him with a laint, anxious smile, smoothed his hair, which
was not as carefully brushed as usual. He rc^coiled under
her touch, as if anno3'ed by this caress. As they seated

themselves at the table, she made a playful attack on the

Comte de Vandeuvres, for whom she said she had waited
five years.

"At last you arc here! And how did you manage it?"
Vandeuvres answered in the same gay tone. He

declared he had lost so large a sum of money at play the
night before at the club, that he left town at once with the-

determination of putting an end to himself in the country.
" Unless," he added, "you can find me an heiress here-

abouts. You ought to have some charming women here."

Madame Hujon thanked Daguenet and Fauehery also^

for having accepted her son's invitation, when she was sur-

prised and deeply gratified by seeing the Marquis de
Chouard drive up in a third carriage.

" Upon my word !

" she cried ;
" may I ask if you all

agreed to meet here this morning? It is truly delightful.

For years I have striven to get you here, and all in vain

—

and now you come of yourselves ; but I do not complain,
you may be sure."

Another place was laid. Fauch6ry found himself at the
side of the Countess Sabine, who surprised him by gayety
that offered a strong contrast to her gravity when he
had seen her in La Rue de Merosmesnil. Daguenetj seated
near Estelle, seemed disturbed by the vicinity of this tall,

silent girl, whose pointed elbows and narrow sbculdera
ivcre especially obnoxious to his cyns. Miiffiit and
T'liouard exchanged a stealthy glance. Vandeuvres waa
tilll talking, and jesting at hb approaching marriage. ' ' :^

"By the ' wny,^' • said Maiiame Hujon. guddcrdy;-' wi"
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have a new neighbor; one, I dare say, whom yon
know."
And she named Nana. Vandeuvres afTected the greatest

5.-;tonishnient.

" What !
" h3 exclaimed. " Nana's country-place so near

here!"
Fauchery and Daguenet also pretended great surprise.

The jMarquis eat a bit of the breast of a chicken, without
appearing to notice what was said. No one of the men
smiled.

" Yes," said the old lady, " and this person arrived yester-

day, as I said; at least so I was just told by the
gardener."

The gentlemen were now really surprised. They looked
op hastily. What ! Nana really arrived, when she was
not expected until the next day. They thought them-
selves first on the field. Georges was the only one who did
not lift his eyes. He sat looking into his wine-glass, with a

half smile on his lips, but an absent, weary look in his eyes.

"Are you still suffering, my son?" asked his mother,
wlio hardly took her eyes from him.
He started, and answered with a blush that he was very

well, and relapsed into his dreamy, fatigued air, like

that of ,'i young girl who has danced too much.
"What is that on your neck?" resumed the old lady,

with a start ;
" a large red spot !

"

He stammered some unintelligible reply. He did not

know there was anything on his neck, confusedly pulling

up his collar as he spoke.
" Some sting, I suppose," he added.
The Marquis de Chouard glanced obliquely at this red

spot. Muffat also looked at Georges.

As they finished breakfast, they began to form plans for

Eome excursion. Fauchery watched the Comtesse Sabine
ivith keen interest. As he handed her a plate of fruit,

their hands met; and she fixed upon him her velvety

black eyes, for a moment in such a way, that again he
remembered the confidence liis friend had made to him.
There was some suVjtile ch.ange in her: whence came it,

^nd what was it? The dress of gray foulard, soft and flow*

|ng. added to her graceful elegance. On leaving the tabla
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Da^enet lingered behind with Fauchtry to utter some
r.ierrv jests in rcgaid to Estcllc's sliarp sliouldors ; but liie

countenance chan^ijed when the Journuliyt told hiui the
amount of her dowry—i'our lumdred t!;oi)sanfl i'rancs.

"And the mother?" asked FauchC-ry, "don't yo« think
her very chic ?

"
,

" Passably so ; but you won't do anything there, my boy,
if that's your game !

"

" Won't I ? Well ! who can tell ?
"

There was no going out that day, as the rain came down
in torrents, Georges had disappeared, and locked him-
self into his roon). All these men carefully avoided the
Bmallest allusion to Nana; but no one was duped by the
other*, in regard to the reasons that had brought them all

there at this time.

There was considerable truth in what Vandeuvrcs had
said about having suffered at piny, and having then sud-
denl}' conceived the idea, of a visit to the country, Avhere
the vicinity of a friend would prevent him from being too
utterly bored.

Daguetiet hoped, vaguely, tb.at if Steiner were away.
he might manage an interview witli Nana. Fauciiery

.

simply profited by a vacation accorded him by Rose, who
was so busy in Paris that ]\liy;noh himself iiad taken a

holiday, and gone off with his two boys. He too propcsed
to occupy himself a little with Nana, if occasion sliould

serve. As to the Marquis de Chouard. be watched his

chances.

But among all these men in pursuit of Venus, otily half

cleansed from her rouge, Muffat was the most ardeni and
most carried away by new sensations of mmded fear,

anger and love. He had received a formj-.l [jrop-iisa

Nana had bidden him wait. Why, then, had she c^me
oarlier than the date she had fixed ? He detennined to

lind this out for himself that day after dinner.

That evcnin?, as the Count left the park, Georges wa.i

(lose at his heels; Ijut he let the Count go l)y tlie high*

way, while he took a short cut across the fields, and fell a1

S'ana's feet, breathless, and with tears of rage and deepail

in hi? eyes.
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"Ah! ne unflerstood!" lie murmured, "he understood
fery weii that tlic Cwmto was coming by apioointment."
-Nana, stupefied, by this scene of jealousy, and disturbed

by the way things were going, took tlio boy in her arms,
and consoled liim as best she could.

"No, indeed !' she said, " she expected no one. If the
gentleman was on his way, it was not b}"- her invitation or

with her knowledge. Georges was a little simpleton to

become so much excited about nothing." She swore that

sho loved only Georges, as she kissed him and dried !ii^

tears. "Listen, and you will believe me," she continued,

when he was calmer ;
" Steiner has come, and is u]>stairs.

You will admit that I could not turn him out of doors."
" Yes, I know. I was not speaking of him," answered

the boy
" I told liim I was far from well, and sent him to one of

the upper rooms, where he is unpacking his trunks. As
no one has seen you, you may go up-stairs as softly as

possible, conceal yourself in my room, and wait for

me !."

Georges embraced her, vrilh thanks. It was true, then
;

, she did love him a little. Then it would be like j'esterday.

He would put out the light and remain with her in the
darkness until daybreak. There was a sharp peal at the

hell, and he went lightly up the stairs, stopping on the

firr:)t landing to take off his shoes, and then, creeping softly

along, waited in Nana's room.
Nana received Comte Mulfat with a certain restraint.

She had promised him, and even wished to keep her

word, because the man seemed in such deadly earnest.

But who on earth could ever have suspected the occur-

rences of the previous night? This journey—this house,
which was so unfamiliar to her— this boy comin-- to her
through t!ie darkness and the rain, making himself her

lOver, and now how could she dismiss him? It Wns hard
on Mu.'nit, certainly. She had been holding back for three

months, ]ilaying. the part of a modest woman, and thus
tonriuored him.
Well, he must continue to wait, that was all ; and could

fake himself away if he did not like it. She would rather

he i?yovild do that than deceive poor Georges,
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Muffat was seated with the ceremonious air of a country

neighbor payino; a visit. His hands alone showed his

emotion—tliey trembled. In his sanguine nature^ love,

spurred by Nana's able tactics, ha<l committed sad ravages.

This grave and dignified man—tliis Chamberlain—v/ho
traversed with haughty step the salons of the Tuileries.

passed his nights in a state of absolute frenzy. But he had
determined to bring things to a climax, and all along the

road, in the calm, peaceful twilight, had dreamed of

brutalities.

After the first words he attempted, to take Nana in hia

arms
" No," she said, simply, without growing angry. " No—

and take care !
"

He grasped her again, with his teeth tight-set, and told

her in so many words, with brutal frankness, that he had
come there to remain.

She, with a smile, but with some embarrassment, bade
him go and leave her. She spoke softly,- even tenderly,

hoping thus to soften her refusal.
*' Steiner is here," she said ;

" it is impossible, yoM can
see that, surely."

But he was mad ; never had she seen a man in a similar
state. She began to be really frightened. She put her
hands over his lips to silence his voice, and implored him
to be quiet.

Steiner was coming down the stairs at tliat very moment,
and when the Banker entered he found Nana lounging in
her low-chair, and saying, lazily :

"As to myself, I adore the country." She looked round
as she spoke. "Ah ! it is you," she said. " Comte Muffat
saw our lights, my dear, as he was taking his evening
stroll, and has come to welcome us."

The two men shook hands with each other. ISIuffat did
not speak for some seconds, his face was in shadow. They
talked of Paris, business was looking badly ; certain abomi-
nations were winked at at the Bourse. In another fifteen

minutes Muifat took his leave, and as Nana walked toward
the door with him, he vainly entreated for a rendezvous
the next night.

Steiner immediately afterward sulkily strode oflf to bed
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Nana found Georges behind the curtain in her room, wliiclv

tvas dark. They laughed, and kissed each other over and
over again, while Comte Muffat walked slowly along thu*.

highway, with his hat in his hand, and his burning brow
bathed in all the freshness and silence of the night.

Nana, with her boy-lover, seemed to have found her fif*^

teen years again. She was weary and disgusted with men,
and this child seemed to have awakened her better nature.

Her color came and went, tears filled her eyes, smiles

hovered upon her lips—she was a very girl once more.

The country affected all her senses ; as a child her fairest

dreams of happiness had been to live in a meadow with a

goat, beca ase one day she had seen a goat on the fortifica-

tions teib 3red to a stake; and now all this land—which
belonged to her very self, and far surpassing her wildest

dream?, filled her with emotion. She was a girl once more

;

and at night, when weary with a day in the open air, in-

toxicai/rd with the fresh breezy odor from the trees and
grass, fhe went to find Georges behind the curtain, she

fancied herself a school-girl, and trembled at the least noise,

as if an angry parent were at her heels.

Nana had many sentimental fancies in these days. She
looked at the moon for hours. One night she insisted on
going down into the garden with him when the wholo
house was asleep, and they roamed through the broad
walks or lay on the turf under the trees. Another time,

after a long silence, she burst into wild sobs on the neck
of the boy, and,said she was afraid to die. She often sang
in a low, soft voice, Madame Lerat's old romance, full of

flowers and birds, and sang until the tears came, interrupt-

ing herself to clasp Georges in a passionate embrace, exact-

ing from him oaths of eternal love. Then, at other times,

she was herself again, smoking cigarettes with Georges in

jolly companionship, kicking their heels against the floor

as they talked.

But the final melting of this young woman's heart waa
faused by the arrival of her little Louis, who, with
Madame Lerat, appeared on the scene. Her maternal
tenderness, so lately awakened, was almost like insanity.

6he took the little fellow into the sunshine to see him kick

fud dance. She rolled on the grass with him, afl;er dressing
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him like a young prince. She insisted on liis Bleeping

rlose to her in the adjoining room, ^Yhe^o Madame Lerat
snored as sonn as she was on her back. And little I.ouis

did Georges no harm ; on the contrary, she paid she now had
two children, and enveloped them in the same capricionf

tenderness. That night she left Georges to see if Loui.*

were well covered and breathed easily, but when she wen^
back she bestowed on Georges the remains of her maternal
tenderness. She played the mamma while he allowed
himself to be roc ^icd and caressed like a baby.
Things attained to such a point, that she, enraptured by

the country, proposed seriously never to leave the country
again. She would send everybody else away, and they
two, with Louis, would live there together, it would bo
delicious. And they made an infinity of promises to each
other until breakfast, hearing nothing of Madame Lerat's

snores as she lay on her back, dreaming of gathering wild

flowers.

This charming life existed for a week. Comte MufFat
appeared every night and went away with BuUen face, and
burning hands.
One evening he was not even received, Steiner having

made a trip to Paris. MufFat was told that Madame was
far from well.

Nana revolted more than ever each day against the idea

of any infidelity to Georges. Poor little fellow ! so inno-
cent as he was, and trusting her so entirely, that h'e would
have regarded herself as the lowest of the low did she betray
him. Zo6 looked on in disdain i:nd silence at this adven-
ture, thinking that Madame was certainly losing her senseB.

On the sixth day a band of visitors fell into this idyl.

Nana had invited a quantity of people, not thinking t\)ey

would come, and was therefore consideraMy surprised and
disgusted when an oninibus, loaded down, drew up befora

the gate.
" Here we are!" cried Mignon, who was t.ie first to ap^

pear, with his sons Henri and Charles. Labordette came
next, and assisted an interminable file of ladies—Lucy
otewart, Caroline Hequet, Tatan Nene, Maria Blond.
Nana thought these were all, when La Faloise jumped out
and received into his trembling arms. G^ga and hef
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daughter Amelie, which made eleven persons; to install

U'ljoni was a work of some difficulty. There v;cro lut
five fjuest-rooms, one of which was occupied already by
Madame Lerat ai.d little Louis. The lar^!,est was given to

Gaga and La Faloise, while Amelie slept in a dressing-

"oom on a cot-bed ; Mignon and his two sons were together;

Latordette the fourth, while the fifth was arranged as a
dormitory, with four beds, for Lucy, Caroline, Tatan and
Maria. As to Steiner, he slept on the divan in the salon.

At the end of an hour or two all this was properly
arranged, and Nana, at first sadly out of temper, was by
tliat time quite charmed at the idea of playing Chatelaine.

These ladies congratulated her on the possession of this

place.

"A most valuable piece of property, my dear," they said.

They brought a puff of Parisian air, and all the gossip

of the last week, talking all at once, with laughs, exclama-
tions and little jokes. And Bordcnave—what was he
doing? and what had he said of her departure?

Well ! not much. After swearing that she should be
brought back by the police, he had, when night came, put
little Violaine into her shoes, who had obtained as Venus
a very great success. This news made Nana very serious.

It was only four o'clock. They talked of taking a little

«valk,

" I was gathering potatoes," said Nana, " when you
arrived."

Then they all wished to gather potatoes; without the
delay of a moment, they sallied forth. The gardener and
two aids were in the field at the further end of the estate.

These ladies went down on their knees, putting their

ringed fingers into the earth, uttering little cries of delight

whenever they found an especially large potato. It seemed
to them a most amusing game. Here Tatan Nen6
triumphed ; she had in her youth gathered so many pota
toes that she forgot herself, and gave advice to the others,

h-eating them as ignoramuses.
The gentlemen worked with less energy. Mignon, in

the most good-natured way, profited by his sojourn in the
country to complete the education of his sons ; he talked

k^ them of 'iotany and other improving subjects.



The dinner that evening was wildly gay. Nana had
consulted with lier maitre d'liotel, a fellow whom St(?int'i'

had engaged, and who had formerly served tiie Bishop of

Orleans. The ladies lighted their cigars, and smoked with
their coffee. The noise filled the summer air. The peas-

ants gathered in the distance, and wtitched the house,
every window of which blazed with lights.

" it is too stupid that you must go so soon," said Nana,
"and we must arrange something for to-morrow !

''

The next day was Sunday, and they decided to visit th©

ruins of the ancient Al baye de Chamont, which was some
seven kilometres away. Five carriages came from Orleans
to take the v^arty immediately after breakfast, and would
bring them back again to dinner at seven. This would be
charming.

This evening, as usual, Comte Muffat climbed the hill to

ring at the gate, but the l)rightly lighted windows, the
voices, and the gay peals of laughter astonished him. He
presently, however, understood, as he caught the tones of
Mignon's voice, and went oft" in a fit of rage- at this new
obstacle, vowing to himself that he would be patient no
longer.

Georges opened the small gate, of which he had the key,

and quietly stole up to Nana's room, where she found
him when she entered loi.g after midnight, a little tipsy,

but very matetnah She insisted on his accompanying them
the next day; but he refused, feeling certdn that he would
be seen and recognized; his mother, he said, had begun to

suspect something, and were he to be seen in the carriage
with her, there would be no end of a scandal. But she
burst into tears with the overwhelming despair of a woman
who feels that she has been sacrificed, and he consoled
her, finally saying that he would accede to her wishes, and
be of the [larty.

"Then you love me," she murmured. "Tell me that
you love me dearly. Tell me that if 1 were to die, tfi.at i*

Ivould grieve you sorely."
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CHAPTER X.

REWARD OF VIRTUE.

THE vicinity of Nana to Fondettes disturbed the whole
house. Each morning, dear good Madame Hujon

persistently returned to the subject of this woman—repeat-

ing all her gardener had told her—bewitched, as honest

women frequently are, by these fillc>i. She—so tolerant by
nature, was indignant and disgusted—haunted by a. vague
presentiment of misfortune—as much disturbed, in short,

as if she had just been informed of the presence in the

country, of some wild beast, escaped from some menagerie.

She attacked her guests, accusing them of haunting the

environs of La Mignotte. She pretended to laugh, when
in the afternoon, these gentlemen disappeared, one after

the other.

The Comte de Vandeuvres had been seen laughing and
talking with a lady on the public liighway, but he denied
that it was Nana; and he told the truth, for it was Lucy
with Avhom he had been walking—that Lucy who had just

dismissed her second Prince, and Avhom he now thought
of taking back to Paris.

As to the ^Larquis de Chouard—he took a good deal of

out-door exercise, by the advice of his physician, he said-

To Daguenet and Fauchery, Madame Hujon was unjust,

for the first never left Les Fondettes, but hovered around
Estelle.

Fauchery, too, was always with the Muffat ladies. Once
he had met Mignon in a lane, who, with his sons, and his

arms full of flowers, was out on a botanical excursion.

The two men shook hands, and a few words in regard to

Rose were exchanged. She was well ; they had each
received that same morning a letter, in Avhich she entreated

them to reap a little more benefit I'rom the country air,

because she was still so very busy in Paris.

As Comte Muffat was absent the greater part of every
day on pretext of important business at Orleang, Fauchery
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was the cavalier of the Countess. Wlien they walked out
in the Park, he carried her folding-chair and her parasol.
She wa.s amused hy the Journalist's quick wit—hy his
original manner of speaking of men and things—and one
of tho.«e sudden intimacies, authorized by this easy life of
the country, was gradually forming between them.

Sh'j invited it from the first. She was gay and in the
best of spirits, seeming to have snatched back a portion of
her fleeting youth, in the companionship of this young
man, whose mocking, wayward nature was not likely to
compromise her.

But sometimes, when they were a little apart, their eyes
would meet—they would stop in the middle of a sentence,
o.T of a laugh, and become suddenly serious, with a gloomy
retrospective look, as if the}', were seeking to comprehend
themselves and each other.

Of all the inmates of her house, Madame Hujon spared
only Comte Mufiat and Georges; the Comte was too iriuch

occupied with weighty business at Orleans, to run after
any woman, and as to Georges, he was far from well, and
his mother was really anxious about him. Each evening
he had these same frightful headaches, which compelled
him to lake shelter in his own room.
On Thursday a new guest anpeared—Monsieur The-

OX)hi)e Venot—whom the old lady remembered to have
R-sked ill the middle of the winter. He glided about, and
affected the manner of a man who believed himself to be
too insignificant to be noticed, and did not appear to

observe the uneasy deference which was shown him.
When he succeeded in making himself forgotten, he sat

and crunched bits of sugar at dessert, all the time watch-
ing Daguenet, who was serving Estelle to strawberries, and
listx-'uing to Fauchery, who was greatly amusing the Com-
tesse with an anecdote he was telling.

When any one looked at him, Venot smiled in the most
amiable manner. After dinner, he slipped his arm through
that of the Count, and led him off into the Park. Every
one knew that Venot, ever since the death of the Count's
mother, had obtained over him the greatest possible influ-

ence. Most singular talcs wore in circulation in regard to

Uw domination exercised in the JUuJSat. ooansion by the
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old lawyer. Fauchery, who was considerably annoyed by
his arrival, took pains to explain to Georges and Daguenet
the source of his I'ortune, which came from a great lawsuit

he had gained for the Jesuits; and went on to say,

that this gentleman, for all his bland and gentle manners,
was in reality a most formidable personage, and deeply
involved in ail the dark and dirty work of the Priesthood.

The two young men laughed at this statement, for they

thought the little old man very simple. The idea of a

mysterious Venot—of a formidable Vehot—working quietly

in the interests of the clergy, struck them as the most
imaginative and preposterous tale. But they thougiit dif-

ferently a little later, when Comte MufTat appeared with

a downcast air, and eyes that looked as if he had been
shedding tears.

" I should think they had been talking of the infernal

regions!" murmured Fauchery.
The Comtesse Sabine, who had heard him, turned hex

head slowly, and their eyes met with one of those long

looks which they hazarded occasionally.

Generally, after breakfast, the party assembled on a

terrace that overlooked the plain. Sunday afternoon wa.s

deliciously mild ; at ten o'clock in the morning they had
feared rain, but the sky brightened without clearing, and
a luminous mist lay over the river and the hills.

Madame Hujon proposed to go out of the little door in

the wall and take a walk on the riverside. She being

very active for her sixty years, enjoyed walking. All her

guests professed to be pleased at this proposition, and they
started forth. They wandered forth in no regular order^

until they reached the wooden bridge thrown across the

river. Fauchery and Daguenet were in advance with the

Comtesse antl her daughter; the Comte and the Marquis
were with Madame Hujon, while Vandeuvres, looking

quite stately and a little boiled, brought up the rear with
a cigar in his mouth.
Monsieur Venot, sometimes quickening his pace and

sometimes moving more slowly, went from one group to

the other with his usual faint, auibiguous smile un jjis

iips.

" YeSj poor. Georges -is at Orleans,"- repeated Madamu
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Kujon. " He wished to consult a physician in regard to

these perpetual headaches, and old Dr. Boutarel goes out

no more. Before 3'ou were up, any of you, he was oli'—it

must have been before seven o'clock."

She interrupted herself.

"What are they doing on the bridge?—why are they
stopping there ?

"

The two ladies with Daguenet and Fauchery were at

the end of the bridge, standing in a hesitating sort of way,
as if some obstacle were in front, and yet the road was
perfectly unobstructed.

"Goon!" called the Comte.
But they did not move : the road turned abruptly here,

and was so sheltered by a thick row of poplars that tliey

could see what the others could not, A dull sound was
heard, which sound gradually increased—a rattling of

wheels, voices and laughter, mingled with the snapping
of whips. All at once five carriages appeared closely fol-

lowing each other, and each crowded until it could hold
no more, with the most voyante toilettes of blue and pink.

"What on earth is it?" said Madame Hujon, in great

surprise.

But all at once the truth flashed over her, and she
paused in disgust at this irruption.

"Oh! that woman!" she murmured. "Go on—go on,

I beg of you ! Don't look as if
—

"

But there was no time-—the five carriages in which
Nana and her friends were on their way to visit the ruins

of Chamont, were now upon the bridge. Fauchery,
Daguenet, and the Muffat ladies, were compelled to draw
back, while Madame Hujon and the others drew up also at

the side of the narrow bridge. It was really an imposing
procession. The voices had ceased in the carriages—every
face was turned curiously toward them—not a sound
except the measured trot of the horses on the sounding
planks was heard.

In the first carriage Maria Blond and Tatan Nene,
reclining like Duchesses, with their skirts swellirig out
over tlie wheels, had only looks of disdain for the ladies

whom they saw on foot.

Gaga filled another low Carriage.. The. nose of. X^
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riiluise alone could be seen amid her voluminous dniperr
Then came Caroline H^quet with Labordette, Lu'^y St»jwar
with Mifi;non and bis bo^'s, and at tlie last appeared Nana
•iv'th Steiner in a Victoria, and on the seat opposite, look-

iH'j admirincrly at ber, was poor Georf'-f^s.

"mat is tbe one, is it not?" asked the Coratesse, qui*

3i\y, turning to Fauch6ry, and pretending not to recognize

N'sna

Tbe wbeels of the carriage almost toucbed ber, but sbt
stood ber ground. Tbe two women excbanged a searcb-

inc^ glance—one of those momentary examinations which,
though, '^rief, are definitive. As to tbe men, they were
unmoved. F'*c"^h6ry and Daguenet were cold and calm,

and seemed to itcognize no one. Tbe Marquis was uneasy,
dreading be knew not what on the part of these actresses,

and was snapping a twig nervously which be held between
his lingers. Vandeuvres, alone and a little in tbe rear,

saluted with an almost imperceptible motion of his eyelids,

the fair Lucy, who smiled at him as she passed.

"Take care!" Monsieur Venot bad murmured in the ear

of Comte Muffat, as they stood side by side.

Muffat; deadly pale, watched this vision of Nana as it

came and went. His wife slowly turned, and was, in ber

turn, watching him. He then looked down on tbe ground^
as if to escape from tbe resounding gallop of the horset
tliat were carrying away bis very heart and marrow.
He could have cried out with rage when he saw Georges

nearly envelo))ed in Nana's skirts. Steiner was nothing;
h'^ did not matter ; but tliat she could have preferred thai

ch\\<] to !iim cut liim to tbe heart.

At first Madam Hujon did not recognize Georges, who, as

they crossed the bridge, would gladly have thrown himself
into the river, had not a feeling of intense shame with-,

held him. Another idea struck him, but be was too\

late : he would have liked to bide himself among Nana's
skirts. But be was literaJly paralyzed, and could not

move. This unexpected meeting had taken away all

bis strength; be was cold as ice, ^nd white as a sheet,

eittin? very stilly, and looking neither to the right nor the
l^'^t. Perliapg they would noi set- Hju, he tbou^^bt.
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** Good heavens! " said the old lady, suddenly, " tliat \a

Crcorges with her !

"

The carriage passed between these people, whc knew
each other, and yet did not dare to speak or bow. Thi§
rencontre, brief as it ^'as, seemed ahnost eternal ; and yet
the rolling wheels had ah-eady borne far away into the
warm^ sunny country, these gay, laughing women, with their

floating ribbons, veils and scarfs. They glanced back al

theee ladies and gentlemen standing, vexed and disturbed,

along the roadside. Nana turned around, and saw that
they hesitated a moment, and then turned back, without
crossing tiie bridge—Madame Hujon, leaning on the arm
of Comte MufTat, so silent and sad, that no one dared
oflEer consolation.

" Did you see Fauch^ry?" Nana cried out to Lucy, lean-

ing toward the next carriage. " Did you sec FaUch^ry, my
dear? He is a nice fellow, not to bow to us! He shall pay
for that. And Paul too—a fellow to whom I have been so

kind. Not the slightest indication of ever having seen us
before. Tiiey are certainly polite !

"

And thereupon she had a frightful scene with Steiner,

who declared that these gentlemen were quite in the right.

Bo, then, she did not deserve that these men should lift

their hats to her. Was this what he meant? Any con-
ceited popinjay was to insult her, was he? Thanks; he
was as civil as the others. In her opinion a man should
bow to a woman under any circumstances.
"And that tall creature, who was she?" asked Lucy, her

voice nearly lost in the roll of the wheels.

"The Comtesse Muflat," answered Steiner.

"So I supposed," said Nana. "Ah, well I She is not
much, if she is a Countess. No, indeed, not much. You
know I have eyes, and I can read her as well as if I had
jnade her. This Countess of yours is no better than she
should be; and this, Fauchcry is aware of, quite as fully

as L I tell you I know ; women can read each other."

Steiner shrugged his shoulders. He was in none too
amiable a mood; his iii-Jiumor had been on the increase

cvei since the previous evening, when he had received a iet-

'er which obliged him to return t? town the next morning :

12
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hesides, it is not especially agreeable to go to the country.

und sleep on a sofa in the salon.

"And this poor little fellow !" said Nana, suddenly soft-

ening, as she noticed the boy's quick breatliing and start*

iing pallor.

"Do you think mamma recognized me?" he said, at

last.

" Recognized you ! Of course she did. She uttered ac
Exclamation. And it is all my fault; for you did not wish
to come, and I made you. Listen, Georges. Shall I write

to your mamma? She has a most respectable air. I will

tell her that I never saw you before—tliat Steiner brought
you to-day for the first time,"

"No; no; don't write !" said Georges, more and more
uneasy. "I will settle the affair myself; and then, if they
worry me, I won't-go home at all

!"

But he fell into a fit of abstraction, inventing falsehooda

for the evening. The five carriages rolled gently over the
plain, througli a straight, interminable road, shaded by tall,

fine trees. The air—a tangible silvery mist—was sweet
and fresh. The ladies continued to cull from carriage to

carriage ever the shoulders of the coachmen, who laughed
in their sleeves at these strange people ; occasionally one
-of them rose to her feet to see something, and steadied

herself by a hand on the next shoulder, lest a sudden
lurch of the carriage should throw her out. Caroline

Hequet, meanwhile, was deep in conversation witli Labor-
dette. Each agreed in the belief that Nana would sell thia

Ela'^e before she had had it three months, and Caroline
ade Labordette buy it for her at a bargain.

Before them La Faloise, sentimentally inclined, sat by
Gaga's apoplectic side, and stealthily kissed her fat arm,
over which the stuff of her dress was stretched so tightly

that it cracked, while Amelie, stiff and erect on the front

Beat, bade them be quiet.

In the other carriage, Mignon, aided by Lucy, wati

making his sons recite some of La Fontaine's fables

Henri vas quite remarkable in his memory and fluency,

Maria T'>lond, at the head of this cortege, soon wearied of

imposing tlie most preposterous falsehoods on this Bticis



of a Tatan Neiie, whom she had told that at the dairies in

Paris, eggs Mere made out of glue and saffron.

"Ilow much farther did they have to go?" and this

luestion, transn'iitted from carriage to carriage, "reached
!s'ana, who, having questioned her coachman,- caliet)

out:
" It is only another fifteen minutes. You sec that

church there beliind the trees? "

Then after a litile she resumed:
" You don't know, jx^rhaps, that the proprietress of the

Chateau de Chamont was a bright and shining light in

the time of Napoleon—a real high flyer, they say ; but now
a-days she thinks only of clergymen and religion.''

" VV'hat is her name " asked Lucy.
. " Madame d'Anghirs."

'* Irma d'Anglars ! I have known 'her," cried Gagi,
whereupon from all the carriages came a ilood of onesiions.

Everybody stretched out to see Gaga. Maria lilond and
Tatan Nene turned and knelt on the seat, witli tlicir nrms
on the back, filled with interest, curiosity and adminitinn.

Gaga had known her, and these women were all struck
with respect lor this distant past. - :

•"
:

'' Yes, 1 was very young at the time," said Gags, "buM
used to see her pass in her carriage. She was quite
imposing, but it was said that at home she did not amouiit
to much. But such tales as were told of her! I don't
wonder that she has a chateau. Hhe galh-ired up and
kept all the money that.ever came in her way. And Irma
d'Anglars lives still ! Well, well ! Do you know, my
dears, that she must be ninety years old."

These ladies all at once became very serious. Ninety

years old ! There was not one of them, as Lucy declared,

who wished to live to be that age. Kana said she did not

care to make old bones. This conversation was interrupted

by the cracking of the coachmen's whips. Tluy i •o

arrived.

Lucy had commenced a series of eneraretic enfreaties that

N'ana shoultl return with them to Paris the loilu'.ving day
Tlie Exposition v/as on the point of closing, and they

ought to be in Paris again : the season had surjiassed tJiai:

expectations and hopea.
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But Nana shook her head. She hated Paris, and sha

did not mean to go there very soon.
• No, nuleed ; we will stay here," she said to Georges,

wilh a trader look, not troubling herself in the least about
Steiner.

Tli8 carriages stopped suddenly. The party alighted in

a wild, deserted spot on a side hill. One of the coachmen
pointed out with iiis whip the ruins of the old Abbaye de
Chamont, half concealed among the trees. It was a gross

deception ; the ladies said so frankly. A few stones piled

on top of another, rusty and weather-stained. This sight

was surely not wortli drivin:^" two leagues for. The coach-

mm tlien showed them the cha,teau, the park of which
comsnenced ne:ir the abbey. He told them to take a

narrow patli which ran close to the walls. . They would
like this walk, and let the carriages wait for them in the

village square.

It was said to he a charming walk, and the party all

ajreed to attempt it.

" Well! upon my life, Irma is comfortably settled," said

(•la'ja, stopping before a gate in the corner of the park.

They all lt)oked up in silence at the heavy mass of

foliaze, admiring the trees whose branches met over the

road, making a thick, green, vaulted roof above their heads.

At the end of another five minutes they stood before a

second gate, through which they could see a large lawn
shaded by two century-old oaks; and five minutes more
beheld them at still another gate where an enormous
avenue stretched before them, at the end of whose dark
shadoNVS they caught a 5^ellow point of sunlight.

Their silent astonishment was here transformed into loud
exclamations of envy and admiration. What a woman
Irma was 1 The trees continued. The}'' passed through
grite after gate. They passed long ivy-covered walls; tall

popl vrs, siading peaked roofs ; clumps of elms and aspens.-

WOuld these grounds never come to an end?
Tiie ladies wished to see the house, but were growing

lired of wandering without arriving at anything save new
fjtrelcucs of meadows and trees.

They leaned against. an iron gate, and looked with
respect at the immensity of space, beyond which thia
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th&teau lay. They began also to feel physically weary.

The gray stone wall was constantly reappearing ai; uncs-
pected angles. Some of the party began to muimur, and
talked of retracing their footsteps. But the more weary
they were, the more impressed they became, by the calm
and royal majesty of this domain.

" It is stupid to the last degree !
" muttered Caroline,

through her teeth.

Nana admonished her to silence with a look. She her-

self had become very silent, serious, and even a little pale.

Suddenly at a turn they emerged—as one does upon a

village square—into an open space, at the further side of

which stood the chateau surrounded by a cour d' honneur.^

and shut in by a huge gate of wrought irun. Tiiey all

stopped, struck by the height of the steps, the width of ihe

balconies, the long windows, and the wide-spread winga
whose bricks were framed in stone.

Henri Quatre had slept in this historical chMeau, and
the bed, hung with curtains of Genoa velvet, on which he
had laid his august head, was standing in the room he had
occupied.

Nana was half suffocated.
" Merciful heavens !" she said, half aloud.

But she was not the only one overwhelmed by emotion.
Gaga suddenly said

:

"There is Irma lierself at the chapel door! "

Gaga recognized her at once in spite of the lapse of years:.

She was as erect as ever, and her head held as loftily. Ves-
pers were just over; Madame lingered under the porch. She
wore a silk costume—very simple in style, and very nuig-

nificent in quality—tlie color of a faded leaf, and had the

face and air of an old marquise escaped from the horrors of

the Revolution. In her right hand a Jarge prayer-book
glittered in the sun. She slowly came down the path
followed by a lacquey in livery. The chapel emptied
itself All the inhabitants of the village of Chamont bowed
deeply to her as they passed. One old man kissed her
hand ; a woman tried to kneel at her feet. She was a

powerful Q,ueen crowned by years and honors. She
mounted the steps of the chiteau ; the door opened and
•losed upon her.



19(5 NANA.

*'niis is the reward of ricrht doinp; ! " said MiL'nor*.

!ioleninly to his sons, as if. he were reading thcni a nioraj

lesson.-'
''

Then each had his word to say. Labordctte thought
"her wonderfully preserved. Maria Blond uttered a few
words whicli certainly were not especially choice, whereat
Lacy Avaxed angry, and said that age and gray hairs

should ill ways he respected, and all agreed that Irma was
a most extraordinary person.

They drove to La Mignotte almost in silence. Nana
never "spDke. " She turned three times to look back at the

chateau. Lulled by the motion of the carriage, she seemed
neither to feel Stciner at her side, nor to see Georges oppo-
site her. A vision flitted before her e3'es, and she beheld
naught save Madame with her queenly air, and her crown
pf years and honors.

That evening Georges went back to Fondettes for dinner.

Nana was more fastidious than usual, and insisted that

Ithe boy should ask his mother's pardon. "It must be

. done," she said, with the most matronly severity, suddenly
-impressed by great respect for family ties. She told him
-that he was not to come back again that night. He must
-'-thittk only of obedience, and of pleasing his mother.

Georges was considerably annoyed at this unexpected
lesson in morality, but entered his mother's presence with
a full heart and hanging head. Fortunately his brother

Philippe had arrived, which prevented the scene he had
feared. Madame Hujon contented herself with looking at

him witli eyes full of tears, while Philippe, who had
received a hint of the state of things, told him that if he
went near that woman again, he would drag him home by
his ears. Georges, with a sense of relief, at once began to

calculate at what hour he could best make his escape the
next day and fly again to Nana.
The dinner at Fondettes was not gay: there was certain

restraint. Vandeuvres had announced his departure for

the next morning. He wanted to accompany Lucy back
to Paris, being in a state of surprise and excitement at the

- sudden passion he had cpnce' red for this woman whom he
"-'^ad known for ten j^ears and never esnecially admired.

- rb&^Marquis-de Chouard, -with hia head bent over his
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pi rite, was thinking of Gaga's daughter. He remembered
leaving called her Lilli in her childhood and held her on
Ins knee, but now she was Mademoiselle Amelie. How
children do grow np, and grow pretty too!

But Comte Murfat was more silent and self-absorbed

than any one else. His face was sufiused, and he watched
Georges with eyes lu which burned a lurid flame. He
shivered occasionally, and when dinner was over spoke of
retiring to his room to nurse himself and shake off this

feverish attack.

But. Monsieur Venot followed him, and an extraordinary
scene took place above stairs. The Comte threw himself
on his bed, and stifled with his pillows a paroxysm of
nervous sobs, wliile Monsieur Venot stood by him, and in

a low, gentle voice called him brother, and urged him to

ask Divine mercy and aid. The Comte hardly heard
these words. Suddenly he started up.

" I am going !
" he exclaimed. " I c^annot

—

"

"Very well!" murmured Monsieur V^not, " I shall go
with you."
As they went out two shadows flitted across the dark

avenue. Every evenmg Fauch^r}"- and the Comtesse
Sabine left Daguenet to assist Estelle and Madame Hujon
to prepare tea. The Comte walked so fast that his com-

C
anion was forced to run to keep up with him. In spite of
is haste and scantness of breath, Venot did not cease to

present the best and most forcible arguments against the
temptations of the flesh, but the Comte did not open hia
mouth. When he reached Mignottc, he said:

"It is no use. I cannot help it. Leave me!"
" The will of God be done I

" answered Monsieur V^nol,
" He takes strange ways to enfcurc His own triumph
Your sin will be His strength."

At Mli;notte, dinner had been enlivened by considerable
quarrelling. Nana had found a letter from Boidenave
awaiting her, in wliich he advised her to prolong her holi-

rlay—his letter had the air almost of a dismissal. Little

Violaine had been recalled several times each evening.
An'l as Mignon urged her to go back with them tlie next

']?.y. Nana lost her temper, and declared that she wanted
none of his advice. She had appeared at the table -with 9
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dress so noticeably close to her throat, that Madame Lfinl

uttered a remark that was in very bad taste ; whereat Nana
exclaimed angrily that no one, not even ber aunt, should
Bay such vile things at her table. She then proceeded to

astonish her guests by her noble sentiments, and by the
notiorw she advanced of a religious education for Louis,

and a life of order and decorum for herself. When they
laughed, she went on to say, with an air of profound con-

viction, that economy was the highest of all virtues, and
that she did not mean to die in an almshouse. The
women were stung at this, and asked her, sharijly, what on
earth liad got into her? But Nana only shook her head
wisely. She knew what she meant, and she me;int what
she said, and had excellent reasons she added ; and at onco
relapsed into a revfri'?—seeing before her a vision of a
Nana grown old—mucti respected and very wealthy. They
were about retiring for the night when MuITat appeared.
Labordette had found him in the garden, and quickly
understanding the stote of things, ho kindly got Steiner

out of the way, and led him by the hand through dark
corridors and winding staircase to Nana's presence.

Labordette in such matters was adroit and kind, delight-

ing to make others happy. Nana was not surprised ; but
was unaffectedly anno^'od by this mad, reckless pa??sion

which Muffat evinced for her. Life Avas a serious thing,

ehe said, and it was foolish to love—it led to nothing. Sho
had scruples, too, on account of Gcor:;cs' youth. She was
not doing right, she said to herself. She would retrace her
Btcps, and take an old man as lier lover.

"Zoe," she said to her maid, who listened with delight,
" pack the trunks early in the morning, and we will return
to Paris."
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CHAPTER XL

ABASEMENT AND HUMILIATION-

^*pHREE months later, one December evening, Comt«
_L Muffat was walking through the Passage des Panora-
mas. The evening was very mild, and a sudden shower
had filled the place with people. There was such a crowd
that it was difficult to make one's way between the shops.

There was a blaze of light amid colored glasses, red lan-

terns, white globes and blue transparencies—there were
long lines of gas high up, gigantic fans and watches catch-

ing the light, the gold of the jewellers, the crystallized

sugar in the windows of the confectioners, the gay silk and
ribbons of the modiste—all sliowed through the clear panes
of glass, while among the signs a huge crimson glove

swung like a great bloody hand cut off and encircled by
a yellow cuff.

Slowly and thoughtfully Comte Muffat took his way to

the Boulevard. He stood a moment looking about, and
then returned at a very slow pace, keeping close to the
shop windows.
The warmth and the heavy air created a slight mist in

the narrow passage. Along the pavement, wet with the
constant dripping of umbrellas, steps resounded, but no
voices were lieard. People, as they passed, looked at

this face paled by the strong light of tiie gas. Then the
Comte, annoyed by the persistency of these glances, planted
himself at the window of a stationer, and contemplated,
with an air of intense interest, a display of paper weights,

mostly glass balls, ornamented with flowers and land'
Ecapes.

He saw nothing. He was thinking of Nana. Why had
she lied to him again? That morning she had written to

him not to come to her that evening, for Louis was quite
ill, and she should spend the night at ^atignoUes to assist

in taking care of him.
But ho, fomefwhat euspicioue, called ftt her hbuse^ and
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icarned through the concierge tliut Madame had that

nioinent gone to the theatre. This jistonished him, as the

Blonde Venus had been withdrawn, and Nana was not in

the new piece. ^Vhy had she lied? And what was she
doing at the Varietes that evening?
Hustled by the passers-by, the Comte quite uncon-

sciously deserted the stationer's, and found himself before

the window of a toy shop, examining intently a display

of pocket-books and cigar-holders, all of which bore in the
corner the same blue swallow.
Nana was certainly changed. On her first return from

the country she had driven him wild by her kisses and by
her words of endearment. He had then no further fear

of Georges, whom his mother kept at Les Fondettes, and
wlio was compelled to write beautiful letters, to which
Nana, quite touched by their eloquence, replied in the
choicest language.

There was Steiner, to be sure, of whom he wished to get

rid; but he hesitated before the esclandre, which he knew
must take place. He knew that the Banker was raising

money in every possible way, and Nana said she could not
quarrel with him abruptly after the prodigious amount he
had spent for her.

For the last three months Comte Muffat had lived in a
perpetual state of feverish excitement, looking neither to

the Future nor to the Past. The tardy awakening of his

senses, like the gluttony of a child, left no room for vanity
or jealousy. One thing only struck li-im clearly. Nana
was certainly less tender. This disturbed him ; he asked
himself with what she could reproach him ; he certainly

knew little of women, and he might have erred unwittingly,

and yet he thought he had gratified all her wishes, and
this brought him back to herletterof the morning—to this

falsehood—told ajiparently for the simple reason that she
wished to spend an evening at the theatre. By this time
a new pressure of the crowd had sent him across the pas-

Rage, and he stood before a restaurant, with his eyes fixed

on some larded larks and a huge salmon.
Then he started, and, looking up, perceived that it was

nine o'clock. Nana would soon be coming out, and ha
would ascerfeain the truth. He walked an, thinking of
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tlie long hours that he had passed there so many nights

wlien she Avas y)laying, and he jc)ined her v licn she left

the theatre. He was lamihar with all these shops; he
recognized their various odors in this damp air, above the

Bmell of gas. The strong scent of Russia leather; the

perfume of Vanilla rising from the basement of a
chocolate maker ; the breath of musk coming from out
the doors of the perfumers ; but he did not dare linger

before these Dames de Comptoir, who looked at him
calmly as if they knew him. He looked up to the upper
Btory above the shops, and seemed to study that long row
of round windows, as if he saw them for the first time.

Again he went to the Boulevfird, and stood there a few
minutes. The rain was now falling in a fine mift, the
chill of which on his hands seemed to calm him. He
thought of his wife who was near Mayon in a chateau,

where her friend Madame de Chezellcs had been very ill

ever since the autumn. The carriages that passed were
rolling through the mud. What must it be in the
country in this weather?
Suddenly he started and returned to the close, warm

passage, hurrying along, stung by the thought that if Nana
distrusted him, she could disappear tlirough the Galerie
Montinartre.
Thc^mte took his stand at the door of the theatre; he

was reluctant to wait here, where he feared recognition.

But at the angle made by the Galerie des Varittes and the
Galerie Saint-Marc was a dark .corner occupied by a shoe-

-fitcre, and a siiop of dusty, second-hand furniture—a read-

;ng-room thick Avith smoke, whose very lamps seemed
asleep. Here several well-dressed men were watching the
door through which emerged some, of the artists, as well

as the ragged figurantes and tipsy meciianics. Before the
theatre one solitary gas-burner in. a cut-glass globe blazed
alx)ve the door. Muffat thought for a moment of going in
and questioning Madame Bron. It was barely possible
that Nana had gone, but he reflected tliat were she fetill in

tlie theatre, the concierge would certainly warn her of hia

Bj^pearance, on which she as certainly would disappeai;
lie walked up and down, therefore, and determiiM-d not

iq leavajuntil the gates were closed, as he 4iad before Mora



202 NANA,

than once done. The idea of going home without seeing

Nana made him feci sick and faint.

Women with shaivls drawn over their heads, and dirty-

faced men, glanced at liim as the}' passed. He turned
away and looked in at this reading-room, where hetween
two placards pasted on the window-pane he found always
the same uninteresting spectacle, of one little old man,
sitting stiff and erect at an immense table under the green
light of a shaded lamp, reading a green ncAvspaper, which
lie held in green hands.

About ten o'clock another gentleman, tall, fair, and witli

exquisitely fitting gloves, appeared, and also walked up
and down before tlie theatre. Tlien the two men glanced
at each other ever}' time they turned with a distrustful,

suspicious air. The Conite examined the new-comer in a

mirror tliat was hung out at the old furniture shop, and,

seeing his high-bred air, felt a certain fear not unmingled
with shame.
The clock struck ten. Muffat suddenly thought that it

after all would be very easy to ascertain if Nana were in

her dressing-room. He ran up the three steps, crossed

the little vestibule picked out in yellow, and slipped into

the court-yard through a door that was sirnply latched.

At this hour this court-yard—small, ill smelling, and damp
as a well from its dripping hydrant—and the accfiVnulated

rul)bish with whicii the concierge had encumbered it, was
fdled with a noxious vapor that was almost tangible ; but the

two immense walls were set thick with windows, blazing
witii lights. All the offices of the theatre were on the lower
floor, while above, were the dressing-rooms of the actresses.

These windows along this dark and narrow court-yard
looked almost like the mouths of fiery furnaces. The
Comte saw the light in Nana's dressing-room, and, quite
relieved and content, stood looking at it in all the dirt and
filth of this back-yard. The gutter dripped upon his
head : he did not feel it. A gleam of light from Madame
Bron's window lighted a bit of the mouldy pavement—

a

corner of the stone wall Avorn away by the water from
a sink, and a pile of old dilapidated buckets. Tliere was a
sudden creak of a door, and the Comte hurried away.

Certainly Nana must soou come down. He walked

I
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Coward the reading-room af:!;iiiii. The old man aid not

Beem to have moved. He then hegan again his monoto-
nous pacing to and fro, meeting at each turn the tall, liiir

man, who glanced at him with a triumphant air.

Tlie Comte at last, pushed iiis walk further, crossed the

Grande Galerie, and followed that of the Varietes to the

Galerie Feydeau, which was cold, solitary- and dark ; then
coming back he again passed tlie theatre and went as far

as the Galerie Montmartrc, where a machine grinding

spices at a grocer's interested him momentarily.
But at the third turn the thouglit that Nana might

disappear behind his back caused him to lose all self-

respect. He planted himself by the side of tiie other gen-
tleman before the theatre. The two exchanged a look of
fraternal humility mingled witli a little vague distrust,

caused by the thought of a possible rivalry.

Some machinists, who went out to smoke a pipe in the
entr'acte, jostled against him, but neither he nor they liad

any right to complain. Three tall girls, with untidy hair
and ragged garments, appeared eating apples and spitting

out the cores, and the two gentlemen turned away shocked
by the expression of their facdfe and the coarseness of their

words, as well as incensed by the rough manner in which
these creatures, who seemed to think it an excellent joke,

pushed against them as they passed.

Just then Nana came down the three steps. She turned
very pale as she saw ]\Iuffat.

" You here!" she stammered.
The figurantes, who were giggling, instantly stopped and

stood in a line quiet and serious, like servants who are

surprised by madame while committing some dire fault.

The blond man walked off wdth a saddened look.
" Well ! give me your arm," said Nana, impatiently.

They walked slowly away. The Comte, who had pre-
pared certain questions, had nothing to. say. It was she
who rapidly explained that she had been at her aunt's

until eight o'clock, and then finding her child much better

decided to go to the theatre.
" On important business ? " he asked.
" Yes ; a new piece," she answered, with some little hesi*

lation. "They wanted my opinioru"
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He felt that she was uttering a falsehood, but the soft,

warm arm which was passed through his, deprived him of

all strength. He felt now neither anger nor desire to

revenge himself for his long season of waiting. His
only idea Avas to keep her, now that he had got her. The
next day he would try and know wliat she was doing in

her dressing-room at that hour.

Nana was uneasy, and had that uncertain, absent man-
ner common to persons who are trying to, make up their

minds to take some step. She stopped suddenly before a
shop where fans were displayed.

'Look!" slie murmured, '"that is very pretty: the
mother-of-pearl with featiiers."

Then with an air of a fleeted indifference, she said:
" Do you mean to go -home with me? "

"Certainly," he said, in some astonishment. "Your
boy is Ijcttcr, is he not ?

"

She wislied she could retract her statement. She hesi-

tated and said that she felt uneasy, and should go to

Batignolles to see how he was. But as he insisted on
going with her, she gave up that idea. She was by this

tinie in a state of white heat. She knew she was caught,

but she did not dare be other than amiable, and thereiore

resigned herself and determined to gain time, and, if she
could get rid of him before midnight, things would go very
well.

" It is true, then, that your wife is still away," she said.
" Does she come home to-morrow ?

"

"Yes," answered IMuffat, coldl}', for he was disturbed at

hearing her speak of the Comtesse thus familiarly.

She leaned on his arm, and asked what hour the train

arrived, and if he intended to go to the station to meet his

wife. She walked slowly, as if interested in the shops.
" Look !

" she exclaimed, stopping in front of a jeweler's.
" What an odd bracelet !

"

Nana adored this Passage des Panoramas. It was a y)as-

sion which was a lingering remnant of her youtii, when
she liked all imitations, false jewelry, gilded tin, and paper
mockery of leather. She found it no easier in these latei

days to pass these shop-windoAvs than it was when as a

child she dragged her slip-shod shoes along, forgetting
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herself before a confectioner's, listening to a hand-organ in

the toy-shop, and fascinated by the knick-knacks slie

Baw, the gilded nuts, the little hods of the chifronuicr

intended for toothpicks, the Vendome columns and obelisks

doing duty as thermometers. But this evening she did not
see anything. She was annoyed at not being free, and in

her sullen revolt "was in great danger as she felt, of making
some frightful blunder.
She needed money. That of the Prince and Steiner had

vanished like snow before the sun, and she had no idea
where it had gone. lier apartment in the Boulevard
Haussmarm had not been yet entirely furnished. The
salon in red satin alone was completed, and that was
too crowded and too loud. At this very time she had not
a sou, and her creditors were tormenting her worse than
ever. She could not comprehend her destitution, for she
considered lierself a model of prudence and economy.
That wretch of a Steiner never brought her a note for a

thousand francs, except on those days when she had
declared that she would not receive him without them.
As to Muffat. he was an idiot. Ah ! how weary she

was of all these people, and how gladly she would have
left them all, but for the conviction that this was her only
road to fortune. She must be consistent and sensible.

Zoe told her so every morning, and she said so to herself—
at the same time, having before her like a religious

souvenir, the vision she had beheld of that stately chat-

elaine of Chamont, and this was why, notwithstanding
the restrained anger which caused her arm to tremble,

she was so gentle and submissive to the Comte as she went
from window to window.
The sidewalk without was drying rapidly. A fresh

wind swept through the Galerie, causing the gigantic fan
and the glove, as well as the other fantastic signs, to wave-
wildly to and fro.

At the door of the restaurant, a waiter was extinguishing
the lights, while within, the dames de comptoir were so
motionless that they seemed to be asleep with their eyes
open.

" Oh ! the love !
" cried Nana, stopping to lavish this
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epithet upon a little biscuit-hare whose paw was uplifted

belbre a nest hiflden among the roses.

They at last left the passage, ar^d she refused to take a

carriage. It was a lovely night, she said, and as there was
no haste she preferred to walk. When she reached the

Cafe Anglais she had a new caprice, and wanted some
oysters, saying she had eaten nothing since the morning
on account of the illness of her child. Muffat did not

dare oppose her, but, as he did not care to show himself
with her, he asked for a private room and hurried her along
the corridors.

She followed with the air of a woman wlio knows the

ground she treads upon, and they were about to enter a
cabinet, the door of which was held open by a waiter,

when from a neighboring salon came a perfect clamor of

voices laughing and shouting. A man suddenly dashed
out. It was Dagnenet.

" Hullo! Nana !
" he cried as he recognized her.

The Comte quickly disappeared, into the cabinet, che

door of wiiich stood half open. But as he did so Dague-
net winked at Nana with an air of intelligence, as he
murmured

:

" Zounds, my dear
;
you are coming on. You are taking

your friends from the Tuileries now, I see!"
Nana smiled, and laid her finger on her lips as a signal

for him to be quiet and cautious. She was glad to meet
him, as she liked him in spite of what she considered his

cowardice and meanness in refusing to recognize her when
he was in the companionship of aristocratic women.

" I did not know what had become of you," she eaid.

"I am taking a solemn view of life just now," was hia

reply. "I am thinking of settling down and marr3'ing."

She shrugged her shoulders with an air of pity. But he
continued, saying, half laughing, that it was not living to

make just aliout money enough at tlie Bourse to provide
the women of his acquaintance with flowers and sup|)ers.

His three hundred thousand francs had lasted eighteen
month.s. It was time for him to become practical, and
?narry a girl with a large dowry, and would end la

becoming a Prefect like his father.
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Nana smiled incredulously, and pointed to the salon he
had just left.

" Whom have you there ? " she asked.

''Oh, a whole lot," he cried, forgetting all his fine pro-

jects in his tipsy exhilaration.' " Picture to yourself Lea
describing her trip to Egypt. She is a great one ! She
tells a story about a bath."

And he began to tell the stor}-. Nana waited compla-
cently. They were each leaning against the wall,

facing each other, in the narrow passage way. The heat
was something fearful. The ceiling was low and the gas-

burners numerous; an odor of cooking lingered among the
hangings. In order to hear each other speak, they were
obliged to put their faces quite close together. Every
moment waiters hurried past, carrying trays. But Nana
and her companion did not allow themselves to be dis-

turbed, but stood as closely as possible to the Avail, talking

ns comfortably amid this noise and confusion as if they
had been in a quiet salon.

" Look !
" murmured Daguenet, softh', and v/ith a motion

of his eyelids bade her glance at the door of the Cabinet,
through which Muffat had disappeared.

They both looked ; the door shivered a little, as if the
wind from an open window disturbed it, and then, with
excessive slowness it swung to, and shut without the
smallest noise. They exchanged a silent laugh. The
Comte must be having a good time in there all alone.

" Did you read Fauchery's article on me ?
'' asked Nana,

suddenly.
" Yes ; the Golden Fly, you mean," answered Daguenet.

" I did not mention it to you, for I was afraid you did not
like it."

"Not like it! Why not?" she answered, much aston-

ished. " It was a very long article."

She was evidently much flattered that so much space
was accorded to her in the Figaro. Had not hci coiffeur

Francis, explained it to her when he took her the Journal.

Bhe would never have understood that it related to her, for

her name did not appear.

Daguenet looked at her, as she spoke of the length of

the article, with a verv disagreeable little sneer. Of course

13
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he said, if; she was pleased, everybody else ought to be
also.

" Excuse me,"' said a waiter, as he dashed between them,
bearing in both hands a dish containing a bombe glacee.

Nana took a step toward the small salon where Moaffiil

was waiting for her.

"Well, good-bye," said Daguenet. '"Go and joiu voir
friend."

She stopped and turned back.
" Why do you sneer at him ?

"

"Because he deserves it."

She resumed her position leaning against the ivall, hei

face evincing the greatest possible interest.
" What on earth do you mean ? " she asked.
" W^hy, did you not know it? " he continued, lowering his

voice. "His. wife has taken Fauchery as her friend my
dear. It began in the country, I believe. Fauchery left me
just now, and I suspect that there is a rendezvous for thia

evening. She invented some story about a journey, I

believe."

Nana did not speak for a moment. She was immensel/
excited.

"I knew it," she said at last, with considerable energy;
" I was sure of it the very first time I saw her that day on
the bridge, you remember. Can it be possible that an
honest woman can deceive her husband for such a man as

Fauchery, too ?
"

" Oh !
" muttered Daguenet, maliciously, " this is not her

first step over the boundaries, you may be sure of that

!

Besides, I know it."

" Is that so ? " answered Nana, with virtuous indigna-

tion. " Upon my word, this is a nice world, and nice people

in it."

Another " excuse me," from a waiter carrying champagne
bottles, again sepirate'd them.
Daguenet had taken her hand and held it for a moment,

as he led her to the door of the small salon, and said in

that rich voice, the tenderness of whose tones was the great

secret of his success with women :

"Good-night, Cherie. You know that I adore you
Btill !

"
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She withdrew her hand with a smile, and as a great
shout came from the room where Daguenet's party were
assembled, she said

:

" Come and see me, then, some d«,y, and we will tails

about it."

Then becoming very grave, she added with the air of
i respectable matron greatly shocked at the iniquity of the
world

:

'"And he is deceived, is he ? I always despised a man
whose wife deceived, and was unfaithful to him."
When she entered the Cabinet, she saw Muffat seated on

a narrow sofa, with a pale face, and hands that twitched
nervously. He uttered no reproaches. She was herself

considerably' agitated, and divided between pity and
contempt. This poor man whom a bad woman deceived
so abominably

!

She was tempted to throw her arms about him and
console him. But, after all, it was right enough ; he was
such an idiot with women, and it might teach him a
lesson. Pity him she did, however, and did not leave

him after eating her oysters as she had intended.

They remained hardly a quarter of an hour after this in

the Caf6 Anglais, and then went to the Boulevard HausS'
mann. She was very gentle to him, and said much to

demonstrate the folly of such excitement and mad passions

as his. It was growing late, and she began to wish him to

leave ; she must be free at midnight.
She had prudently bidden Zo6 remain in the ante-room,

and had given her an order in a low voice.

"Remember," she said, "that he must make no noise,

and you must keep him so long as the Comte ia

here."

" But where shall I put him, Madame?

"

" In the kitchen, I think. It is the safest place."

A great fire blazed in the chimney when she entered the
room, which was much the same as when our readers were
first introduced, with its rosewood furniture, its curtains

and coverings of broch6 damask of blue flowers on a gray
ground. Nana had twice thought of refurnishing it ; the
first time in black velvet; the second in white satin; bui
?9 soon as Steiner consented and gave her the money, .'be
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spent it in other ways ; and since her elevation to

notoriety and wealth, she had added to the contents
of the room, only a tiger-skin before the chimney, and a
crystal night-lamp hftng from the ceiling.

" I am not sleepy," she said, " and have no intention of
retiring."

The Comte did not oppose her, but submitted to hei
mandate with the air of a man who is afraid of dismissal.
His first care was not to oflfend her.

He took his seat by the fire.

One of Nana's whims was to stand before her ward-
robe, the door of which was one long mirror. She was in
love with her own person, and gloried in each undulating
line of her beautiful form, and in the satiny reflections of

her skin, and always contemplated herself with this most
Berious admiration. Sometimes the coiffeur on coming in
found her thus engrossed
This evening she lighted all the six candles, which

stood on either side the Armoire in branches attached to

it. But as she took her position before the mirror, she
turned to the Comte and said :

" Have you read that article in the Figaro f It is there

on the table. Read it, and then tell me what you think
of it."

Daguenet's sneering laugh returned to her memory, and
athwart her mind fla.shed a doubt as to whether she had
understood it. If that wretch of a Fauch^ry had ventured
to trifle with her, or said anything which could be regarded
as ofl'ensive, she would be even with him yet

!

" They say he means me," she added, with afifected

indifference. " Read it, and tell me what you think."

She turned back to the mirror, and resumed her con-

templation of herself. Muffat went to the table, found the
Figaro, and, returning to his chair, began to read it slowly
and attentively.

This article of Fauch^ry's was called " The Golden Fly,"
and purported to be the histor}'- of a fille born of four or

five generations of drunken ancestors. The blood, vitiated

by a long inheritance of poverty and intemperance,
in her cropped out into a certain hysterical disorder.
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ftlmost like insanity. She had grown up in the streets ot

Paris, tall, beautiful and fascinating, with the rank
V^itality of a plant flourishing on a common. She, in her
womanhood, avenged the wrongs and the deprivations suf-

fered by the poor and the abject, of which she was the

natural outgrowth. *

Through her, the rottennes? that seethed among the lower
classes fermented and rose to taint the aristocracy. She
became a force of nature, an element of destruction, with-

out any volition on her part, and by reason of her sex
corrupting and disorganizing Paris, drawing its very life-

blood.

It was at the end of this article that the comparison of

the Fly was found—a golden fly—a fly the color of the

sun—^bom among refuse carrying about the poison
from the carrion on tiie roadside, and which, whir-
ring and dancing, sparkling like a jewel in the air,

entering the very windows of palaces and, with no respect

for rank, poisoned men only b}' lighting on them.
Muffat looked up from his paper, and gazed fixedly at

the fire.

" Well ? " said Nana, interrogatively.

But he did not answer; he began to read the article

again from the beginning. A sensation ofcold—an icy chill

—ran down his spine from the base of the brain. This

article was written v/ith malignity, and with amazing
fluency—with phrases that were absolutely eloquent. It

seemed, however, to be but half serious, and the work rather

of a " blagueiir" than of a moralist.

Mufl"at, however, was greatly struck by it. Theae words
had aroused \^'ithin him all that had been lying dormant
in the last few months.
He turned and looked at Nana, but she was so absorbed

in self-admiration that she did not see hira. She bent her

round throat, and looked at the brown mole on her left

cheek. She touched it lightly with the tip of her finger

;

she seemed to be both curious and amused. She extended

her arms with a slow, graceful movement, and then half

turned to see her back in the mirror, and ended by sway-

ing to and fro, to the right and the left, with her form
«lightly bent, like an Almee.
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Mnffat watched her. She frightened him. The journal
fell from his hands. In this brief moment of clearei

insight he despised himself—he saw it all—he understbod
it all ! In three months she had revolutionized his life,

and he knew that he could no longer be happy in his

home. Within him all was despair. He had a momentary
but clear perception of the truth—he saw the disorganiza-
tion produced by this wretch—himself wrecked, his

family destroyed, society shattered and giving way on
every side.

He could not turn his eyes from her, and felt an ever-

growing disgust at her egotism. Nana had thrown back
her head, resting it upon both hands which she had clasped
together at the nape of her neck. Her eyes were half
closed ; her lips parted, and her whole face beaming with

A radiant smile. Her yellow hair rippled over hei

Bhoulders like the tawny skin of a lion, and Muffat fol-

lowed the undulating lines of this supple form from whoFf
marble-like neck the light from the candles Was reflected

as from satin.

He recalled his old horror of woman—the Monster of

Holy Writ. Nana was this Monster. He closed his eyes ;

he saw her still. All the animal in her face and form cx-

Rggerated in the darkness.

Nana unclasped her hands, put up one shoulder, and
laid her cheek upon it in a caressing way, and smiled at

another Nana in the mirror before her.

Then Muffat uttered a long, low sigh. He leaped to his

feet, and snatched Nana violently in his arms.
" Leave me !

" she cried ;
" you hurt me !

"

He realized his brutality and released her, while she

angrily reproached him for his roughness.

iPresently she grew calmer, and, hoping that he would
soon depart, she threw on a long, white peignoir trimmed
with lace, and dropped on the tiger skin in front of

the fire. This was her favorite seat. She began to

question him about that article of Fauch^ry's. Muffat

ansAvered cautiously and vaguely, fearing to offend her.

Then she fell into a long silence, wondering how she could

best contrive to send the Comt« away.

She wished to do it nicely and kindly, because she was,
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after all, a good-natured sort of person, and did not like to

give pain to any one. She was quite touched moreover,
by the thought that his wife was deceiving him.

" Then," she exclaimed,^' it is to-morrow morning that
you expect your wife ?

"
i

;n
Muff'at had thrown himself beck in the arm-chair. Hd

was weary in soul and in body, and simply nodded an
affirmative without taking the trouble to speak. Nana
looked at him. She was crouched on the rug amid all the

light foam of her laces, and held one of her tresses in het
two hands.

" How long have you been married ? " she asked.
" Nineteen years," was the reply.
" Nineteen years !

" shd repeated. '*And your wife, is she
nice? Do you live happily together? "

He did not reply for a moment, and then in a con-
strained tone said:

" You know I have begged you not to talk of that."

''And why not?" she asked, angrih'. "I don't think
that my speaking of your wife will do her the least harm.
My dear fellow, all women have their price, and—

"

She checked herself, afraid of having said too much.
She at once assumed an air of superiority, feeling that she
was very good not to say more.

This poor man must not be too suddenly enlightened.
A bright idea came to her at this moment, and she smiled
as she said

:

" Did I ever tell you the story that Fauch^ry told me
about you? He is a real snake in the grass."

And laughing again she dragged herself toward him, and
laid her head on his knee.

" He told me that when you married j'our wife you had
never even kissed a woman. Now that was a silly lie, was
it not? Tell me, it was not true, was it?

"

She urged him to reply, and putting her hands around
his knee shook him slightly as she repeated her question.

*' It certainly was true," he answered, gravely.

She sank on the floor in a paroxysm of laughter.

"My dear!" she exclaimed, in a choked voice; "is
there another man in the world like you ? And was there

any one ever so silly before? I wish I had known you in
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those days. Tell me something about them, won't you 1

Oh ! do tell me !

"

She overwhelmed him with questions, and exacted the

smallest details. And she laughed so heartily that she

could hardly speak. The Comte was led on and on, until

at last she even induced him to speak of the Comtesse.

He v/as ashamed, however, and chose his words with
care.

" But is she such an iceberg, after all? " said Nana.
" You surely are* not jealous ? " answered Muffat, in a

cowardly sort of way.
But Nana laughed no more. She had returned to thfl

fire—sitting with her back to it, her hands clasped around
her knees, and her chin resting upon them.
She said at last in a serious tone

:

"Look here, my dear—you were very foolish to be so

timid with your wife Avhen 3'ou were first married."
"And why ? " he asked, in some astonishment.
" Because," sl)e answered slowly, with a magisterial

shake of the head, but would not condescend to exjilain

herself more fully. She continued to ramble on in a vague
sort of way.

" You see I know all about it. Women don't like diffi-

dent men. They don't say so, you know, out of modesty,
but they think enough, you may be sure; and sooner or

later, when one least expects it, they take their revenge.

Tnat is the way, my dear."

He did not understand, and she became a trifle more
lucid, and quite maternal—seeming anxious to give him
good advice, out of kindness of heart, as from one comrade
to another. Ever since she had learned that the Comtesse
deceived him, the secret weighed heavily upon her, and it

was with the greatest difficulty that she refrained from
disclosing it.

" I know," she said, "that it is none of my business. I

jdways say that everybody has a right to be happy in hia

own way. But let us talk sensibly together, and you will

answer all my questions now, won't you ?
"

Here she stopped ta change her position, for she was
fairly roasting.

" It is frightfully hot here. My back is cooked, and nc^v
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r am going to turn around. This is a capital cure for

neuralgia and all sorts of pains and aches."

She wheeled about, and settled herself in a luxur-

'.ous position, and then, looking over one shoulder,

Baid:
" You don't have much to do with your wife nowadays,

I suppose ?
"

He, fearing a scene, hastened to assure her that he rarely

saw the Cointesse alone.
" But you still think her an iceberg? "

He answered with an affirmative nod.
"And that is why you love me, I suppose? Tell me

—

I shall not be angry."
He nodded again.

"Precisely," she replied; "that is just what I tl ought.

Ah! well. You know my Aunt Lerat, don't you? When
you next see her ask her to tell you the story of the

fruiterer, who is below her in the same house. But
heavens ; how hot this fire is ! Wait until I can turn my
left side; that should be cooked, too! "

And she laughed, saying that she reminded herself of a

goose, plump and fair, cooking on a spit. As she laughed
a noise of voices and doors opening and shutting, came to

them from the kitchen. Muffat interrogated her with a

look of surprise. She had become very grave, and had
rather an anxious looTc. It was certainly that abominable
cat—Zoe's pampered animal. But as Nana gave this expla-

nation she looked at the clock. Half-past twelve. She
must postpone her conversation with Muflfat, and refrain

a little longer from pulling the bandage from his eyes. He
must be gotten rid of now as soon as possible.

" What were you saying? " asked Muffat, charmed to see

her in so amiable a mood.
But, in her haste to dismiss him, her good humor van-

ished, and she became almost brutal, and careless of hei

words.
"Ah 1 yes, to be sure, I was telling you about the fruiterer

and his wife. She turned a cold shoulder on him, and he
on her ; he thought her an iceberg, and so he found his

.nmusemcnts elsewhere, while she, in her turn, was not
very cold, to the young men of her acquaintance. Things
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always go that way, you kaow; or if 3'on don't know if,

you ouglit, for I do."

Muffat turned very pale and tried to check her, but sha

was launched.
" No,*' she cried ;

" it is all the fault of you men. If you
were not such muffs you would be as nice with your wives

as with us, and if your wives were not geese they would
take as much trouble to keep you as we do to have you.

Now you oiin put all this in your pipe and smoke it."

" You had better not talk in this way of honest women.
You know nothing about them," he said, harshly.

Nana liftoJ herself hastily upon her knees.
" I know nothing about them !

" she exclaimed. " I

know this, at all events, that your honest women are none
too proper. You make me laugh with all this talk about
your honest women ! Don't push me too far, or I may say
Eomething that I may be sorry for !

"

Muffat replied with some low muttered words.
In her turn Nana turned very pale. She looked at him

fixedly for a few minutes without a word. Then, in a
clear, cold voice, she said :

" What would you do if your wife should deceive you?"
He made a threatening gesture.

"Or I—suppose I should deceive you."
" Oh ! you," he murmured, with an insolent shrug of

his shoulders.

Nana most assuredly was not spiteful or vindictive, and
had really struggled with herself for some time, resisting

the desire to taunt him with his disgrace. But now he
exasperated her, and slie meant to make quick work of it.

" You have wearied me to death," she exclaimed, " fof

the past two hours. Go look after your wife who is with
Fauchery. You will find them both in La Rue Taitbout,

at the corner of La Rue de Provence. I make you a pre-

Bent of this address," she added, triumphantly.
Then, seeing that Muffat reeled like an ox that had been

etruck on the head by the butcher, she said

:

" Do honest women interfere with us and take our
friends? You make me sick with all this talk about
honest women."
But she could say no more. With terrible energy h«
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flung" her upon the floor, and raised his foot almost as if

he intended to compel her to silence by crushing hei
head.

She suffered an agony of fear for a moment. He turned
away, strode up and down the room with his face drawn
and convulsed, gasping for breath.

His silent struggle—the mortal combat he was waging
with himself—touched her profoundly, and she deter-

mined to console him, and, as she curled herself up again
in front of the fire, she said

:

"I am sure, dear, I thought you knew it, or I should
never have said a word about it. After all, perhaps it is

not true. I am sure I know nothing for certain. I

only know what, everybody is saying, but that proves
nothing. I can't see, however, what the use is of making
such a fuss ! If I were a man I would have nothing to do
with women. Women from the highest to the lowest
are about alike. There is not a sou to choose between
them !

"

She generalized in this fashion, by way of making the
blow less cruel ; he was not listening, but was hastily but-

toning up his coat with trembling fingers. He took two
or three strides up and down the room, then finding him-
self near the door he opened it and departed.
Nana was simply furious.

"Good riddance!" she called, and then added aloud,

alone as she was: "He is certainly polite to go off like

that when one is talking to him ! And I who was beating
round Robin Hood's barn merely to save his feelings, to

have him whisk off in this way. He is a fool, too !

"

As she spoke she caressed her arms with her dimpled
hands, rubbing them up and down with apparent zest.

Then, as if she had come to .some decision, she ex-

claimed:
"Well! who cares? It is not my fault if his wife

deceives him." And, naming toasted herself to her heart's

content, she rang the bell, and bade Zoe show in " the

other" who was waiting. Muffat was striding rapidly

through the streets in the midst of a heavy shower. He
enuld hardly keep his footing, so slippery were the side-

W«tlks. He looked up to the sky, over which black and
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jagged clouds were scurrying ; a fitful gleam of moonligKt
occasionally penetrated their masses.

At this hour there were but few persons in the Boule-

vard Haussinann, and he took the darkest side of the

street, talking half aloud. This _^W(? lied. She had invented

this out of cruelty and stupidity. He ought to have
crushed her head when he had it so nearly under his heel.

He was filled with disgust at himself. He would never

see her again.

As he uttered these words, he drew a long breath of

relief and deliverance at being at last rid of this rude
Monster—this stupid creature cooking like a goose before

the fire—uttering these vile slurs on all that he had
respected for forty 3'ears,

The moon emerged from the clouds. A white mist
filled the deserted streets. He uttered one gasping sob—

a

sob of fear and absolute terror. A sense of despair and of
an inixnense void had taken possession of him.

" My God !
" he stammered; "it is all over! There is

nothing left in this world."
He tried to regain his self-control, for an occasional

person passed him. The words uttered by this fille

haunted him, and seemed to have burned themselves into

his brain. He tried to think and reason upon the facts

which he repeated to himself over and over again. It was
the next morning that the Comtesse was expected ; of

course there was no reason why she might not have come
that night, and gone to meet this man. He remembered
now certain occurrences during their visit at Fondettes.

One evening he had found Sabine under the trees in
such a state of agitation, that she could not speak in reply
to his questions.

This man was there then. Why was it so utterly impos-
sible that she should bo in his rooms at this precise

moment? The more he thought of it the more possible it

seemed to him, and he finally ended by thinking it prob-
able, and even certain, that while he was in the room of
this Jille his wife was with her friend: nothing was more
simple, nor more logical.

As he reasoned thus he endeavored to keep cool. Ha
tew Nana and Sabine together, and shuddered at the vision
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A. fiacre r, early ran over him. Some women coming out

from a cafe elbowed him with impudent laughs and jeers.

Tears and convulsive sobs again shook him from head to

foot notwithstanding all his efforts, and he hastily turned

into La Rue Rossini, where in the darkness he wept like a

child.
" It is all over !

" he said, in a dull, hopeless voice. " It

is all over. There is nothing left in this world !

"

He was leaning against a door all shaken by the violence

of his sobs. A footstep startled him. He felt a sense of

shame and fear, which made him anxious to flee from the

sight of man, with the furtive, stealthy step of a thief in the

night.

When he< mtt any one face to face, or some belated

passer-by hurried on, he fancied that his story could be
read in the mere movement of his shoulders. He had
followed La Rue de la Grange-Batilliere as far as La Rue
du Faubourg-Montmartre. The sudden blaze of the street

lamps took him by surprise, and he turned back. For a

whole hour he wandered thus up and down the Quartier,

choosing the darkest streets.

Apparently, he had an unwitting aim, for his feet took
their way through complicated alleys and many turns, until

all at once he raised his eyes and realized that he was at

the corners of La Rue Taitbout and La Rue de Provence.

He had spent an hour in reaching this point, which, but for

the bewilderment of his pained and aching brain, he
might have attained in a very few minutes. One morning
in the previous month he remembered having gone up to

Fauchery's rooms to thank him for an article on the last

ball at the Tuileries, where the journalist had mentioned
him flatteringly. The apartment was the entre-sol—its

small windows half concealed by the enormous sign over

the shop-door below. The last window at the left had a

bright line of light directly down the middle between the

imperfectly closed curtains. He stood with his eyes fixed

on this luminous ray in momentary but vague expecta-

tion of something.
The moon had disappeared again in a bank of inkjr

clouds. A fine, icy rain was falling—the clock struck

two. Muffat did not move. The window at which he wa«
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looking was, as he remembered, that of the chamber hung
in red with a Louis XIII. bed at the further end. Th«
lamp n: ust be on the chimney. Not a shactow had passed
before the window. As he stood there he formed a plan in

his own mind. He would ring and go in without answer-
ing the concierge, nnd, forcing op'.M\ the door with a blow
from his shoulders, woul.l be in the presence of the guiltj

pair. He rememV)cred that he had no arms, but he looked
at his hands and thought he could strangle them.
He went over and over his plan and perfected it, wait-

ing only for some indication to render him absolutely

certain. If a woman's shadow should flit by the window,
he would ring, but the thought that" he might be mistaken
bound him hand and foot. Doubts now as^eailed him. It

was impossible that his wife should be with this man: It

was too monstrous for belief. He lingered therefore in a

painful state of indecision, and by degrees almost fell into

a torpor.

A sharp shower was falling, and two policemen coming
toward him made it necessary for him to leave the door-

way in which he had taken shelter. But when these men
had gone on and were lost to sight in La Rue de Provence,

he went back to the same spot, wet through and shivering.

The luminous streak was still there, steady and calm.

He was about to depart when a shadow flitted past, but

so rapidly that he thought himself mistaken. He stood aa

if glued to the ground with an intolerable sense of burning
at the pit of his stomach, waiting to understand, if pos-

sible, what was going on. Other shadows came and went.

There seemed a wild confusion within the room. He saw
a large hand carrying a water-pitcher, a woman's head
and knotted hair, but he could see nothing clearly. The
head looked too large for Sabine's, but he could not under-
stand or realize anything. He felt faint and ill. He
shrank into a doorway, shivering like some poor, poverty-

stricken creature. But he could not turn nis eyes from
this window, and his anger as a husband, changed into

that of a moralist. He saw himself as a Deputy harangu-
ing the Assembly, thundering against the vices of the age,

>ind he recapitulated Fauchery's article on the poisonouii
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fly, declaring that the manners and customs of the day
wiere infamous. This did him good. Meanwhile the

shadows had all disappeared, but he determined to wait

and watch yet a little longer. The clock struck three, and
then four. He could not depart. When the rain cam*
down, he retreated further into the doorway. Not a

human being went past. Occasionally he would close his

^yes, blinded by this ray of light on which they had been
iveted with imbecile determination.

Twice again did these same shadows appear and disap-

pear—the hand with the huge ewer—and twice was calm-
ness re-established there, and again the light burned calm
and serene. The shadows seemed to indicate that Subine
could not be there, and suddenly a new idea came to

soothe him. He had after all only to wait for Sabine to

come out. No disguise could prevent him from knowing
her, and then there would be absolute certainty and no
scandal. He would wait. Of all the contradictory feelings

that had assailed him only one now remained. AJl else

were swallowed in the dull desire to know the truth.

But ennui assailed him, and as a distraction he began
to make an estimate of the time he should be yet ^com-

pelled to wait. Sabine must be at the station by nine

o'clock. He must wait four hours and a half. He was
not impatient—in fact, he did not care if he ever moved
again, and rather wished that the period of waiting should
be eternal.

Suddenly the light was extinguished. This simple
incident was to him so utterly unexpected, that it dis-

turbed him, and upset all his calculations. If the lamp
was extinguished, it was because sleep was anticipated. But
,he was exasperated, for this black window afforded him
no opportunity of investigation, and did not interest him.
He watched another half hour, and then, feeling very
weary, left his friendly doorway, and walked up and
down the street until after five, looking up at the house
occasionally. The window was one blank surface, and
occasionally he asked himself if he had not been dreaming
when he fancied that he had seen any shadows on those
window-panes.
He was deadly tired, and at times almost forgot for what
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he was waiting at this hour in the morning in the open
street under this drizzling rain, and awoke to the reality

with the start of a man who no longer knows where he is.

Nothing after all was worth the trouble he was taking.

If these people were asleep, why should he disturb them ?

What was the use of interfering? And then all at once
even his curiosity deserted him. He felt only a strong
desire to have it all over, and to find some relief somewhere
and somehow.

It was all over. There was nothing left in the world.

He would go away by the Boulevard and not come back.
It was a dismal enough walk that he was taking. He
walked very slowly and close to the houses. His heels

resounded as the}^ struck the sidewalks. He saw his

shadow grow and decrease at each street lamp. He
noticed this mechanically. He never knew just where he
went; afterward it seemed to him that he had been at a
circus going round and round.
He had but one distinct recollection. Without being

able to say why, he remembered that he had stood for some
time with his face pressed against the bars of the grated
door to the Passage des Panoramas, clutching at the bars
with both hands.
He did not shake them ; 'he was merely trying to look

in, his heart swelling with emotion. But he could see

nothing. The Passage was dark with a tangible darkness,
and the wind, which came down through La Rue Saint
Marc, blew in his face with the dampness of a cellar.

Suddenly he came to his senses, and, emerging from a
dream, he asked himself why he was there—for whom or
for what he was looking—at this hour, with his face pressed
so firmly against these iron bars that their impress was
left upon it.

Then he turned away, and resumed his despairing walk
with his heart filled to overflowing with intense sadness
and a new sense of betrayal.

Day broke at last—the dull, dreary day that follows
ihe long winter nights so melancholy on the muddy pave-
ment of Paris. JNIuffat found himself in one of those large
streets in process of construction.
Drenched by the showers, ploughed by the wagons, tho
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clayey soil was transformed into a muddy lake, and with-

out paying heed to where he was going, Comte MufTat
continued to walk, slipping and staggering almost as if he
were tips}'. The awakening of the working life of Paris,

the bands of street-sweepers and mechanics, occasioned him
a new pang, for as the day grew lighter he was met by
these people with frank looks of surprise, and he turned
out of tlieir way, and took refuge among the various
scaffoldings.

He had but one idea now, and that was of his own unhap-
piness. All this frightful crisis terminated in a paroxj'sm
of self-pity. He stumbled, and the tears came to his ej-es

—not angry tears against Fate, for he felt ill and feeble. He
was cold, wet and faint; but the mere thought of going to

that dark H6tfcl in La Rue Merosmesnil chilled him. He
would have liked to be warm once more—to be caressed
and comforted.

Mechanically he turned to find Nana. The door was
not yet open, and he was compelled to wait until the con-
cierge appeared. As he went slowly up the stairs, he
smiled faintly, soothed by the languid warmth of this

place where he could sleep and rest.

When Zoe opened at his knock, she shrugged her
shoulders with stupefaction and temper. Madame was
ill—a frightful migraine had kept her awake all night,

but she would see—yes, certainly she would see—whether
Madame were awake now. And she stepped into the next
room, while the Comte dropped into a chair in the salon.

But all at once Nana came in like a whirlwind. She
had jumped from tiie bed, and had hastily thrown on a
skirt ; her feet were bare, and her hair in wild disorder.

" Is that you back again ? " she cried, angrily. She ran
in her rage and threw open the door of the salon to dismiss
him ; but seeing him so crushed and despairing, she felt a
little pity, and said more genth''

:

" What a state you are in, to be sure! You have been
watching them, have you not? "

He did not answer, but looked like some weary animal
crouched in the fauteuil, and at last she understood
that proofs were lacking, and in order to put him at his

ease, she said

:

14
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"You see, then, that I was mistaken. I knew nothing
about it. Your wife is a good woman for aught I know
to the contrary. Now, then, my dear, go back to your
liouse and go to bed. You need it."

He did not move.
"You really must go; I cannot keep you here. You

surely had no' intention of remaining at this hour."
" Yes," he answered, with some difficulty, " I am going

to stay."

.She repressed an angry gesture. Her patience was
nearly gone. Had he become an idiot?

" Please go at once," she said.
" No."
Then she burst out in a rage.
" This is utterly disgusting," she cried. " Don't you

understand—won't you comprehend—that I have had
enough of you? Go and find the wife who has deceived

you! Yes, she has done just this tiling, I tell you so.

Now will you let me alone ?
"

Muffat's eyes filled with tears. He clasped his hands,
" Let me stay here," he repeated.

Then Nana all at once burst into nervous sobs. Why
was srhe exposed to this sort of thing ? What was it to her,

how all these women treated tlieir husliands? She had
done her best to break the blow to this man, and what
could she do more ? Was she to pay for all the broken
dishes? No, indeed. She was good-natured—too good'

natured, but not quite equal to that.
" I have had enough of you," she said, furiously, as she

brought her fist down on a table. "I meant to be faith-

ful to you, and to-morrow I could be rich, if I would say
the word."
He lifted his head in surprise; he had never dreamed

of this question of money. If she had indicated her
wishes, he would at once have gratified them, he said.
" Plis entire fortune was at her disposal."

" No, it is too late," she answered, passionately. " I like

men who give without being asked. If j'ou Avere to offer

me a million, and implore me to take it, I would not
iujcept it. It is all over with. Go away, and at once,
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or I can't answer for myself. I shall certainly do some-
tiling terrible."

She advanced toward him with a threatening gesture,

with the nervous exasperation of a kindly-natured fillc

pushed to the extreme of desperation, convinced that she
had right on her side, and that she was infinitely superior

to the honest people about her, when all at once the door
opened and Steiner appeared. This was the last feather.

She uttered a terrible exclamation, and " here comes the
other!"

Steiner, confounded by the tone of her voice, stood still.

The unexpected presence of Muffat at this hour annoyed
him ; but he was afraid of the explanation which had been
impending for three months. He half closed his eyes, and
seemed embarrassed, avoiding the Comte's eyes. He
panted with the short breath and red face of a man who
had been running all over Paris in search of good news,
and who suddenly discovers that it is some frightful

catastrophe which he so blithely announces.
" What do you want now ? " said Nana, rudely.
" I—I— " stammered Steiner—" I only came to give you

something you wanted."
He hesitated. The evening before she had signified to

him that if he did not bring her a thousand francs to pay
a bill she would never receive him again. For two days
he sought on every side to raise this money, and had
succeeded only that morning.

" Here are the thousand francs," he said, at last, drawing
an envelope from his pocket.

Nana had forgotten.
" The thousand francs !

" she cried. " Did I ask alms at

your hands? Look, this is what I will do with your
thousand fi*ancs!

"

And snatching the envelope she threw it full in hia

face.

With Jewish prudence he stooped and picked it up,
and then stood looking at her in open-mouthed aston-

ishment.
Muffat and he exchanged a look of despair, while she,

with her hands on her hips, talked more loudly and
angrily than before.
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"Well!" she said, "have you finished with your in-

sults? I am glad that you came now, while this man
was here—for the clearing out will be all the more com-
plete. Now be off with you both ! Clear out ! I say."

Then, as they did not move, standing as if paralyzed,

ehe went on more furiously than before.
" You think me a fool, I suppose ? Well ! I dare say I

am, but you are both so stupid, and I am tired of being
ehic. If I starve in my old age it is my own lookout, I

suppose !

"

They endeavored to calm her. They implored her to

listen, but she refused.
" One, two—when I say three, you must go. You won't?

Very well. Look in there : I have company, do you see ?
"

And with a sudden movement she opened the door of

her bedroom wide, where the two men saw Fontan—who,
uneypected as was this disclosure, was not in the least

disturbed, and amused himself by making the most
hideous faces.

Fontan was Nana's last caprice. She had been for a
week, each evening, to the Vari^tes in her coup6, to bring
him home witli her.

"Look!" she- said, pointing to him with a tragic

gesture.

Muffat. who had accepted ever3'thing, rebelled at this last

hisult, and uttered an abusive epithet.

Nana turned, and hurled the word back upon him.
"And your wife is the same !

" she added, and going into

her chamber she shut the door violently, and drew the bolts.

The two men, left alone in the salon, looked at each
other in silent dismay. Zo6 came in, but she was not rude
to them in any way ; she on the contrary talked to them
most reasonably. She admitted that this caprice of
Madame's was most fooHsh and unwarrantable. She had
no business to take up with this strolling player, but they
must wait until her passion for him had worn away.
The two men departed without one word. On the side-

walk, moved by a fellow-feeling, they exchanged a silent

grasp of the hand, and turning their backs upon each
other, they separated, anji walked away each in a listless,

dispirited fashion.
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When Muflfat at last reached his hotel in La Rue Mero-
mesnil his wife was just coming in. They met on the
wide stair-case, whose chill dreariness sent a chill to the
marrow of their hones. They looked up and saw each
other. The Comte still wore his muddy garments, and his

pallor was that of a man steeped in vice.

The Comtesse was white and worn from her night spent
on the railway, and seemed to be only half awake—her
veil fell over her face, and partially concealed h^x weary
eyee.
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CHAPTER XII.

A HOUSE-WARMING.

IT was in La Rue Veron at Montmartre, in a little lodg'

ing on the fourth floor, that Nana, with Fontan and a

few friends, celebrated Twelfth Night. This was their

house-warming, for they had not been installed more than
three days.

It was done suddenly, on the spur of the moment, with-

out any previous idea of the plan, in the first enthusiasm
of their honeymoon. The day after her outburst and the

rating she had given to her Count and her Banker, when
she had dismissed them, and closed her door upon them

—

Nana felt as if the whole world were crumbling to pieces

about her. She lived only on credit, which the names of

these gentlemen allowed her to obtain. . She grasped the

situation at a glance—all her creditors would pounce down
upon her—interfere with all her little affairs—and very

possibly sell her out, if she were not very wise. There
would be endless quarrels and disputes over her poor fur-

niture, and she preferred to relinquish everything. Besides,

these apartments on the Boulevard Haussmann did not
please her ; they were too large and too dull. In her sud-

den passion for Fontan she dreamed of a pretty, sunny lit-

tle room—went back, in fact, to her old dreams in the days
when she was a florist, and had never thought of a ma-
hogany bedstead, hung with blue rep, nor of a huge armoire

a glace. In two days she sold all she could carry out—all

her bric-a-brac and her jewels—and disappeared from view
with about ten thousand francs, and without a word to the

concierge. She completely vanished, leaving not a trace

behind her. Fontan was very good-natured. He did not
consent, but submitted. He even behaved like a good
comrade. He had about seven thousand francs. These he
added to her ten thousand, although he was accused of

being very avaricious. These funds seemed to assure them
a solid foundation, and tliey started forth, took the rooms in
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La Rue V^ron, and furnished them from their common
funds with all i]),e frankness of two old friends. The first

days were truly romantic.
On Twelfth Night Madame Lerat was the first to arrive,

with little Louis. She seemed somewhat anxious, and as

Fontan was not there, she permitted herself to express hei

fears. She had seen her niece throw away her fortune with
many misgivings. "But, aunt, I love him so dearly!'
cried Nana, putting her hands with a pretty gesture upon
her breast
These words aflFected Madame Lerat in a most extraor-

dinary way. Her eyes filled with tears. " Yes, it is true,"

she said earnestly—" love counts above all else."

And she began to admire the prettiness of the apart-

ment. Nana took her into the bedroom, the dining-room,
and even into the kitchen, which certainly was not very
large, but it had been painted and re-papered, and it was
full of sunshine.

" It is as fresh as a rose !

" said Madame Lerat, in a
gentimental tone—"a real turtle-doves' nest"
Then she took -Nana aside, while Louis remained in

the kitchen with the woman of the house to see her
roast a fowl. Madame Lerat was thoughtful and anxious
because Zoe had just left her; this woman had nobly and
faithfully stood in the breach out of pure devotion to

Madame. She was sure, she said, that later " Madame
would pay her. She was not in the smallest degree
anxious. In all the confusion in La Rue Haussmann, it

was she who faced the creditors, and managed a dignified

retreat, rescuing all stray trifles, replying to ever}' question
with the simple statement that Madame was about to

travel, and gave no address whatever. She even, out of
fear of being followed, refrained from paying Madame
a visit ; but that morning she had ran in to see Madame
Lerat, because she had news to tell her.

The evening before, all the creditors had assembled—the
upholsterer, the charcoal merchant, and the various shop-
people—offering an extension of credit, proposing even to

advance money to ^i^diiasas^iif'**!!^ would return to her
upartm^nt. and conduct herself in an intelligent fashion.
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The aunt repeated Zoe's words—"Of course, thvre wai

eome gentleman behind all these offers."

" Never !
" cried Nana, indignantly—"Upon my word,

these people are nice creatures! Do they think that 1 am
ready to sell myself merely to pay these bills ? I tell you^

L would ratlier die of hunger than deceive Fontan !'*

" That is precisely what I told them," said Madame
t erat. " I bade Zoe say that you had too much heart Us

accept their proposition."

Nana, nevertheless, was much vexed to learn that La
Mignotte was sold, and that it was Labordette who had
purchased it, at a preposterously low price, for Caroline

Hequet. This news put her entirely out of temper with
the old clique, who were regular cheats, slie declared, in

spite of all their chic.

" They may boast and swagger," she concluded. " Money
will not give them true happiness. I really don't care

anything about all these people nowadays. Their very

existence is a matter of indifference to me. I am so

entirely happy." •

Just then Madame Maloir entered, wearing one of those

extraordinary hats of which she alone knew the form. It

was a great pleasure to see her again, Madame Maloir
explained that she had been intimidated by all Nana's
I^ast grandeur; but now, that things were changed, she
meant to come in occasionally, for her game of Besique.
They all made a second visit to the kitchen, where, in

the presence of the woman of the house, who was basting
the fowl. Nana spoke of economy—said tliat a servant
would cost too much, and that she herself intended to do
all the work. Louis was watching the chicken with a rapt
expression.

Voices were heard. It WdS Fontan, accompanied by
Bosc and Prulliere. They went to the table and ate their

soup, when Nana insisted on showing the apartment once
more.
"Ah ! my children

;
you are indeed well off here !

" said

Bosc, over and over again, merely to gratify the comradea
who had invited him to dinaer ;

' ^ lestiou

of this "turtle-doves' nest" did iiut mterest 4*iiS9"iu the
least,



NANA. 231"

"Yes, it is very nice," murmured PrulliSre, in a con-

strained sort of way ;
" a little contracted, possibly, but very

nice."

In the bedroom, Bosc again burst into a psalm of praise.

He generally treated women as if they were fools, and
the idea that a man would willingly embarrass himself
with one of them filled him with violent indignation,—the
Indignation of a drunken man against all the rest of the
world.

"Ah ! the cunning creatures! " he said, with a wink," the}'

have settled themselves comfortably, and they are right. It

is all delightful and we shall come and see you very often !

"

Little Louis pranced into the room, at this moment, on
a broom-stick, and Prulliere said, with a wicked laugh:

" Hallo! is that baby yours?"
Thi» struck the party as an excellent joke. Madame

Lerat and Madame Maloir nearly died of laughter. Nana,
instead of being angry, replied, in a tender tone, " No

—

unfortunately he has not yet come to live with us ; but he
will come soon, we hope."

Fontan, who was enacting the part of father of a

family, took the boy in his arms, and had a frolic with
him.

"All the same; he loves his father 1" he exclaimed.
*' Call me papa, you little toad !

"

"Papa! papa!" stammered the child.

Then every one kissed him. Bosc, who was bored to

death, proposed to go back to the table, where Nana asked
permission to place a chair for little Louis at her side.

The dinner was very gay. Bosc, nevertheless, suffered

from the vicinity of the child, against whom he was
obliged constantly to defend his plate. Madame Lerat

annoyed him also. She was pathetic at times, and insisted

on addressing him in a low voice, making mysterious
allusions to his beautiful white beard in The Blonde VentUi.

She told him tales, also, of men who still admired her,

and twice he was obliged to draw his hand away because
she touched it, with her eyes fixed on his. PruilHere con*

ducted himself very badly toward Madame Maloir, whom
he would not serve with anything. He occupied himself
only with Nana. He unquestionably suffei^jd keenly at
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Beeing her with Fontafi, all the more because the turtle*

doves ended by becoming great bores, so incessant were
their kisses and terms of endearment. Contrary to all

rules they had seated themselves next each other.

"The deuce take it all!" cried Bosc, with his moiith
full; "why don't you eat? You have plenty of time for

all that nonsense."

But Nana could not contain herself; she was carried

away by love, and flushed with the tenderness of a young
girl. With her eyes riveted on Fontan, she called him by
a succession of pet names, and when he handed her the

water or the salt she would kiss his eyes, his nose, his ear,

or his lips, it did not matter to her which feature, and if

she was scolded she persisted in gaining stealthy posses-

sion of his hand, which she kissed and caressed with the
humility of a beaten cat. It seemed absolutely efsential

that she should touch Fontan, who put on great airs, and
allowed himself to be adored. His large nostrils dilated

with profound joy. His goat-like face, his monster-like

ugliness, seemed to expand under the adoration of this

handsome woman. Occasionally he would give her a kiss,

in a condescending sort of way.
"Do be done! " cried Prulliere. " Do be done, I say!"

and he insisted on changing seats with Fontan, and took the

place by Nana's side ; whereupon ensued many exclama-
tions, much applause, and some strong words—Fontan
mimicking despair, after the style of Vulcan weeping for

Venus.
Presently Prulliere was guilty of some unexpected gal-

lantry; but Nana quickly brought him to order with a

gentle kick. No, indeed ! she would not have him for a

friend ; a month ago she had taken a fancy to him because
of his handsome head ; but now she detested him. If he
touched her hand again, on pretext of picking up her nap-
kin, she would certainly throw her wine-glass in hia

face.

The evening went off well. They naturally talked much
of the Varietes. Would that miserable Bordenave never

drop off? All his old maladies had reappeared, and he
Buffered so much that he was not worth picking up with i

pair of tongs.
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The evening before at rehearsal he had scolded Simonno
for a full hour at the top of his voice, lie was a Managei
for whom not one tear would be shed !

Nana declared that should he ever need her and
apply to her she would send him flying—for she never
intended playing again. She liked her home better than
the theatre. Fontan, who was not in the new piece and
had not been in the one just taken off' the boards, aflfected

to be disillusioned, and declared that it was delightful to
be master of his own acts and time, to be free in fact, to
be able to pass the evening before the fire, alone with
Nana.
And the others exclaimed at this, but pretended to envy

their happiness.
The Twelfth Night cake had been put on the table—the

bean came to Madame Lerat, who dropped it in Bosc's
wine glass. Then all cried at once, "The King drinks!
The King drinks !

"

Nana profited by this uproar to put her arm round
Fontan 's neck and whisper something in his ear. But
Pruilliere, with a forced laugh, called out that this was
not the game. Little Louis slept on two chairs.

The company did not separate until nearly one o'clock,

and there were loud cries of au revoir from the staircase as

the guests departed.

"You have done well," muttered Bosc, with his mouth
fiill ;

" and I shall come on Sunday to break bread with
you again."

For three weeks the life of these two lovers was really

idyllic in its simplicity. It seemed to Nana that she had
gone back to her girlhood, when her first silk dress had
given her such intense pleasure. One morning early,

while she was playing at simplicity, she went out very
early to buy some fish at the Rochefoucauld market,
where she met her old coiffeur, Francis, face to face. He
was as correctly dressed as usual, his linen was as fine, and
ihe felt almost ashamed to be seen by him wearing a peig-

noir in the street, with her shoes down at heel, and her
hair in disorder.

He, however, had the taste to be even more polite than
usual. ,He did not allow himself to ask a question. Ha
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affected to believe that Madame was travelling. "Ah !

"^

he said, " Madairre's determination to travel had caused

much unhappiness. It was a loss to every one !

"

Nana began a series of questions as soon as she had re-

covered from her first embarrassment. As the crowd
knocked against her, she retreated to a doorway, where she
stood with her little basket under her arm.

" What had been said in regard to her disappearance ?
"

she asked—for her curiosity had caused her to forget her
first embarrassment.

Francis answered that everywhere he went he heard her
talked about.

"And Steiner?" she asked.

"Oh, Steiner was very low down, and if he did not soon
succeed in making some fortunate hit, would go under."
"And Daguenet ?

"

" Oh, he was doing well enough."
Nana, more and more excited by all these souvenirs,

opened her lips to ask more questions, but she hesitated

before she uttered Muffat's name.
Francis, however, came out with it himself, and said,

with a smile, that he was really sorry for the Count—he
had suffered so much after Madame's departure. He was
like a lost soul, wandering about wherever Madame had
been seen. Monsieur Mignon chancing to see him, took
him home with him.

This last piece of news elicited a laugh from Nana—
but it was not a hearty one.

" So he is with Rose, is he? " she asked, angrily. " He
could not fast, it seems, even a week after I got rid of

him ! And yet he swore to me over and over again that

he would never look at any other woman after me !

"

She grew more and more furious as she talked.
" I understand it all !

" she cried. " Rose is revenging
herself for my carrying off from her that beast of a Steiner
•—a nice thing for her to do, I must say, to take up with a

man that I have kicked out of doors !

"

" But Monsieur Mignon does not tell the story in that

way," answered the hair-dresser; " he pretends that it was
the Count who dismissed you. Yes, and in a most insult-
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ing way—kicked you out, in fact—absolutely, and not as

a mere figure of speech."

Nana turned perfectly white.
'• Kicked me ! Does Mignon say that the Count kicked

me? That is a little too much ! No, my good man, it

was I who dismissed this wretch—for wretch he is, you
know. His beautiful Countess has deceived him over and
over again, and this last time with tliat fool, Fauchery.
And Mignon, who goes all over Paris to find admirers for

his wife—whom nobody wants because she is only a sack
of bones—dares to talk this way of me! What a vile

Bet of people ! What u vile world !

"

Her wrath choked her; she caught her breath.

"And they talk that way, do they? Ah, well, Francis!

I will go and face them and will tell them out in plain

words, that they are a set of liars. Kick me, indeed ! I

should like to see the man that would dare to touch me
in that way ; I would kill him as quick as a wink !

"

She grew calmer by degrees. After all, they might say
what they pleased ; she did not care for them any more
ihan for the. mud on her shoes. It was a dirty piece of

business which she did not care to undertake, to occupy
herself with these people ; she knew what she was about.

And Francis, growing familiar under the influence of

her dirty peignoir, ventured before he left her, to give her

a little advice. She had been very wrong—had made a

great mistake in throwing over all her prospects for a freak,

a mere caprice. Such things never led to good; they al-

ways ended badly, sooner or later. She listened, with her
head slightly bowed, while he continued to express his fc-

gret that a handsome creature like herself should flaunt

Fortune in this foolish and reckless way.
" That is my own afifair," she said at last; " but I thank

you all the same."
She shook his hand, which was always more or less

greasy in spite of his elaborate costume, and she went on
to buy her fish. All day long her mind dwelt on the story

of the kick she was reported to have received. She even
gpoke of it to Fontan, and assumed the air of a strong-

«ninded woman who scorned such idle slanders; while
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Fontan loftily declared that most men were muffs, and ut-

terly despicable, to which statement Nana heartily agreed.

They went to the Bouffes that same night, to see a little

woman, whom Fontan knew, make her first appearance in

a role often lines. It was almost one o'clock in the morn-
ing when they reached Montmartre on foot. In la Rue
de la Chaussee d'Autin they had bought some cake,—

a

moka—which they eat in discomfort because it was cold,

and they did not want the trouble of lighting a fire. They
sat up with their street-clothes on, that they might be
somewhat warm, eating tlieirsup])er and talking of the little

woman they had seen, whom Nana declared to be ugly

and without chic. Fontan, who was not in a good
humor, handed the cake to her, which lay on the table be-

side the candle and the matches. Their discussion ended
in a dispute.

" Her eyes are like gimlets !
" cried Nana, " and her hair

is the color of flax."
" Nonsense !

" said Fontan. " Her hair is magnificent,

and her eyes are full of fire. It is droll how you women
always pick each other to pieces."

He spoke in a vexed tone.
" Come, now, don't say any more," he added, roughly

;

" I hate sucli talk. Let us go to sleep, er we shall quarrel,"

and he blew out the candle.

Nana, however, was not to be silenced after this sum-
mary fashion. She did not choose, she said, that any one
should speak to her in this tone; she was in the habit of

being treated with respect. As he did not answer, she

was compelled to relapse into silence; but she could not

sleep, and tossed about restlessly.

"Good heavens! are you never going to be still?'" he
exclaimed, witli a start.

"It is not my fault," answered Nana, coldly; "there
are crumbs in the bed "—as indeed there were. She de-

clared that one single one was quite enough to prevent

her from closing her eyes; besides it was generally the

custom, before retiring, to shake the clothes well.

Fontan, in silent rage, lighted the candle. They both
rose, and with bare feet took off the coverlid and brushed
the crumbs off Uj^on the floor with their hands. He, witb
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her because she told him to be sure there were no crumbs
on his feet. As soon as she, too, had resumed her place,

she began to fidget.
" I knew it !

" she exclaimed ;
" I knew just how it would

be. You brought them back on your feet. I can't stand
them, I tell you !

"

And she started up and tried to step over him, in order
to leave the bed. Out of all patience, and anxious to sleep,

Fontan hit her a cuff which was so forcible, that all at

once Nana found herself flat on her back, with her head
on her pillow ; she was almost stunned.

" Oh !
" she said, simply, with a long, quivering sigh, likr

that of a grieved child.

He threatened her with another cuff if she moved i^

finger again that night, and blowing out the candle once
more he settled himself squarely on his back, and was
soon snoring loudly.

She, with her face buried in her pillow, wept bitterly.

It was a cowardly thing, she thought, for a man to take

such advantage of his strength. She was, moreover, really

frightened, so sombre had Fontan's droll face become;
ixien anger against him disappeared, as if the blow she
had received had calmed her. She respected him all the

more for it, but retreated to the edge of the bed, in order

that he might liave all the more room.
She finally fell asleep, with one cheek red and hot, her

eyes filled with tears, but wrapped in such delicious es'

haustion, and in so tender and submissive a mood, that

she no longer felt the crumbs.
In the morning when she awoke she took Fontan in

her arms and kissed him tenderly. " He must never do
\hat again," she said, "never again." Sh§ loved him so

much, she declared that it was bliss to receive even 1
)';.•;

blows

!

This was to her a totally new experience, and froix.

this time forth Fontan hit her at any word from her
lips which displeased him. She . quietly accepted this as

a matter of course. Sometimes she rebelled and threat-

ened him, but he pushed her back against the wall and
threatened to strangle her, which rendered her 7ery sub-
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missive.' She would crouch on a chair, and sob for ttventj

minutes or so, and then forget it all and be as gay as ever,

filling the room with song and laughter, and with the rus-

tle of her ])etticoats as she bustled about. Tbe worst of

the whole was that Fontan now disappeared every day,
and did not return until midnight. He went to the cafes

frequented by his comrades. Nana bore all, trembling
witli fear lest if she addressed a single reproach U) hini-

he would never come back. She welcomed hirn, there-

fore, always with caressTes and smiles. '

On certain days when neither her boy nor Haduine Ma-
loir was with her, she was frightfully ennuy^.e and lonely. ^

One Sunday therefore, when she went to market- to bai-
gain for some pigeons, she was enchanted to meet Satin,

who was buying a bunch of radishes. Since the evening
when the Prince had drank Fontan's champagne they had
entirely lost .sight of each other.

" What ! You here? Living in this Quartier ? " Satin
exclaimed, on seeing her in her slippers in the streets at

this early hr t. "Ah! my poor girl—has it come to

this?"
Nana silo' ced her with a frown, because other women

were near Iier in their sacks and ])etticoats, with their hair
tumbling about their ears, uncombed and unwashed.

In the morning all the filles of the Quartier came out to

buy their provisions, dragging their slipshod shoes after

them, out of humor and sleepy. They poured down from
each narrow street ii to the market-place, some of them
young, pale, and pretty; others old, haggard, and worn.
The men as they passed looked at them—but the women

did not return their glances, but walked on with their

heads held as high as if they had been honest mistresses

of households, 'in whose eyes men, with the exception of

husbands, fathers, and brothers, were not worthy of a
glance.

Just as Satin paid for her radishes a young man, some
belated employe, threw her a kiss and a "Good-morning,
-ni}' love!

"

Satin drew herself up Avith the air of an offended queen.

and said angrily, " What does that fool take me for? "
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A second glance told her that she had seen him before.

Three nights previously she liad met him at midnight on
the Boulevard, and luid talked to him for a half an hour
at the corner of La Rue Labrouyere. But that did not
softf n lier heart now.

" What muffs they are to call out such things to one in
full daylight!" she said to Nana. "When we are attend-

ing to our business they had best let us alone and show us
#onie respect !

"

Nana ended by buying her pigeons, although she was a
little doubtful about iheir freshness. Then, as Satin wished
to show her where she lived, near by in La Rue Rochefou«
cauld, she walked on with her.

AVhcn the two women were alone, Nana told Satin of hel
passion for Fontan. Tlicy walked more and more slowly
and finally stood still before Satin's door. Satin with her
radishes in her hand and her eyes wide open with aston-

ishment at some of the details given her by Nana, who no
longer adhered to truth in her account of what liad taken
place in her last interview with Comtc MufTat. She de-

clared that she had kicked the Count down-stairs.'

"Nice people they all arc!" said Satin, much excited;
" I tell you these great people are not a Avhit better than
we are. I always knew it. Tliey don't understand u.<»

either, and they arc so tiresome too ! And to think that
yoii kicked him down-stairs. What on earth did he say?
How did he stand it? He is a coward it seems! I wish
I had seen his face. My dear creature, you did well to

establish yourself with Fontan. And after all, what docs
money matter? When we begin to, starve it is time to

think of that ! Now you must come and sec me as yon
promised. The door on the left. You must knock three

times, because there is such a noise always in the next
room."

After this v."henever Nana was bored and alone, she
went to see Satin. She -was always certain of fmding her,

for the girl never went out until six o'clock. She occupied
two rooms which an apothecary had. furnished for her to

save her from the police ; but in les.9..than thirteen months
she had broken the furniture, worn .out the seats of tjio

chairs, spotted the curtains, and everything' was SO dirty

15
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and disorderly that the place looked.as if it were inhabited
by an army of madcats.

Sonjctimes, disgusted herself at the nncleanliness, she
determined to have a grand cleaning; but the arms of the
chairs fell out, and the curtains came to rags in her hands,
80 excessive was'the energy she employed. On such days
the place was worse than ever, because so many things

were piled up about the door that it was almost impos-
sible to get in.

Finally, she ended by never attempting to clear up or

clean. At night, the wardrobe with its long mirrors, the
clock and the remnants of the curtains, imposed on the
men, and the place in their eyes had quite a respectable

appearance. For six months her landlord had threatened
her almost daily with expulsion and seizure ; if lie did
so, what did she care for her furniture? She was not
going to take care of it for him. And when she was in

an especially gay humor, she would give a kick or a knock
to the wardrobe or the dressing-table.

Nana generally found her in bed. Even on the days
when Satin went out to make her little purchases, she
would return and fling hcrselt across the bed, and utterly

wearied out would fall asleep. Siic dragged herself about
from chair to chair, all day long, and never revived until

the gas was lighted.

Nana, however, was very comfortable in these strange
quarters, seated in the middle of the unmade bed, sur-

rounded by basins and pails of dirty water, and by skirts

thrown on the sofa or chairs, stained with the mud
brought in from the streets the night before. They chat-

tered like magpies, exchanging endless confidences, while

Satin, often lay in dreamy, idle contemplation of nothing
in particular, smoking cigarettes.

Sometimes they drank absinthe on those days when they
felt especially wretched—in order to forget, they said.

Without going down herself, without even putting en
a gown, Satin would sally forth into the corridor and call

over the railing to the boy of the house—a lad of some
ten years, and bid him bring up glass after glass.

All the conversation turned on the various iniquities of
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meni Nana was inclined to he very wearisbme wittii Heft

constant talk abou*. Fpntan. . She could not say ten words
without bringing in something about him-^omethinfj h^
kad said or done. -

.: .
-

'^z'

.'• But Satin, in the most amial>le manner, listenedWtM#
eternal account of hours spent in Avatching at the wihdoAV'^"

of the quarrel over a ragout that was burned ; and of the
reconciliation at night, after hours of sulky silence. -^ *

And simply because she could not keep the story to h^r^
self. Nana told of the blows she had received. Only the
week before he had blacked her eye, and last nigl)t,-because

he could not find his slippers, he had thrown her over the
tabic by a box on her car. Satin was not in the least as-^

tonished; she placidly smoked her cigarette,. interrupting^

herself only to say that if it were she, she vt'onkl not put-

up with blows. She should dnxw the line the'i'c \
-

They ended their mutual narrations with laughing, arid;

seemed to think the ill-treatment they received an excel'^

lent joke. It was the pleasure of talking about Fontan—
of dwelling on the manner in wi)ich Fontan eat his break-
fast and put on his boots—which l>rouglit Nana to Satin's

side almost d;nly ; all the more that Satin was especially

sympathetic, and ready to tell her story in return. She
told how a certain pastry-cook had felled her to the ground
and left her for dead ; but she loved him all the same.

' There were some days when Nana cried her eyes out,

and declared she could not stand it any longer. Satin
went to her door with her occ;isionally, and waited outside

in the &treet to see th.at he did not murder her, and the
next day the two women would talk over the reconcilia-

tion, preferring, although they did not say so-, the days
when these tempests darkened the air, because they had
then more interest and excitement.
They became inseijarable, but Satin never went to

Nana's, Fontan having declared that he would not have
her in his house. They went out together, however, and
it was in that way that Satin took her friend, one day, to

see a woman, the very ^ladame Robert, who had at one
time occupied much of Nana's thoughts by refusing \o
come to her supper. „.^.. . . .:.":::;"- ^ :'

Madame Robert lived in La Rue Mosmer—a ne^v and
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very quiet street in the Quartier de I'Europe, which hag
no shops, and wliosc fine houses, AVith small apartments,
are occupied mostly by ladies. It was five o'clock; along
the deserted sidewalks in the calm shelter of these hign,

aristocratic houses, stood coupes belonging to bankers and
merchants, I'rom which men quickly alighted, with a
;:Lince at the windows, where, half sheltered by the cur-

tains, stood women in peignoirs, apparently expecting
them.

iiiana at first refused to enter, saying, with a constrained
air, that she did not know the lady. But Satin insisted.

Could not one always take a friend anywhere? She herself

had merely come to make a visife of politeness, because
jNIadame Robert, whom she liad met the evening before in

a restaurant, had been very cordial, and urged her to come
and I'.ce her.

Nana finally yielded. On ringing, a sleepy little servant
?aid that Mad;imc had not yet come in, but she showed
them, nevertheless, into the salon, where she left them.

*• Zounds! This is chic, indeed!" said Satin, half
rJoua.

It was a severe, bourgeois-looking room, hung Avith

dark draperies, and had the look of haAnng been arranged
for a Parisian shopkeeper, who had retired from business
with a fortune.

Nana, quite impressed, made a little joke or two, but
Satin got angry and said she would vouch for ^ladamc
Robert's virtue. She was never seen except with elderly,

ocrious men, on whose arm she leaned. Just now an old
dealer in chocolate was generally with her. When ho
called on her he was always announced, and addressed her
as '• my child."

"But look—there she is!" continued Satin, pointing to

a large photograph of Madame Robert wliich, in a carved
oak frame, stood in the centre of the mantel shelf.

Nana studied the portrait attentively. It represented a
brunette with an oval face, a discreet smile, and ail the air

l,^f a v/oman of the best society, the whole character of tbg
tountenance was that of extreme reserve,

"it is very odd," she murmured. "I have certainly

«cen that face somewlierc. Where can it Lave been ? Not
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In a very proper place ; of that I am sure—yes, very sure. -

it was not in a proper place
—

"

Slie turned to her friend.

'"Siie made you promise to come and see h.er, did she?
What did slie want?"
"What did she want? Nothing, of course—only to

talk a little and see me, I suppose ; it was only out of
politeness that she asked me to come."
Nana looked at Satin fixedly lor a moment, and then

made a little contemptuous sound with her tongue. After
all, what was it to her? But, as the lady was not at home,
it was not worth while to v»ait any longer for her, and
they took their departure.

The next day, Fontan liaving told Nana that he should
not return to dinner, she went out early to get Satin, and
proposed a good dinner at a restaurant, the choice of which
was a matter of serious discussion.

Satin proposed several hm-iserici one after the other, all

of which Nana vetoed as low. They finally decided to go
to Laure's, which was a table d'hote—Rue dcs Martyrs

—

where dinner was served at three francs.

They got tired of lounging about the streets, and finally

entered the restaurant twenty minutes too early—the
three salons were as ycb empty. They took their scats at

a table in the same room where Laurc Picdefcr was
cntlironed on her chair beliind the counter.

This Laurc vras a woman of fifty, very stout, and tightly

laced. The women, as they came in, leaned over the
glas.scs and kissed her familiarly, the monster return-

ing the caresses with impartiality. The servant, who
stood near her ready to wait on the ladies, was very
diCforcnt in appearance—tall, and thin, with discolored
eyelids. S!:c watched each new-comer vvitli sombre fire i:i

her glances. Tiic rcoms filled up rapidly. Then came
about a liundrcd women—rcgukir customers—most of
thor.i about forty years of ago, with vicious faces and hajr-

giird eyes. Among thenj, however, was an occasional
giillsh figure and youthful face, witli an innocent sort of
air under all their bold mannerism and gestures—dc]>u-

tantcs in vice who were brought thpro by «ome of Laurc'a
old customers, as an attraction to the elderly men, who
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hovered^ about tlicm aud pt offered tbcm all sorts of

-v'b.'.ntics.

' As to tlic men, they were fcv,-cr in number and older in

ycp.r3, meek an :1 submissive among all these petticoats.

There -were only four young feliows,. who had come there

to liiive some -fun.

' " Is not this good ? " asked Satin, with her mouth full.

Nana nodded, and felt quite pleased. The dinner was
(.he solid dinner of a provincial hotel. Vol-au-vent a la

llnanciere—poulc au riz—haricots au jus—creme a la van-
ille, glace do caramel.

Nana and Sathi took an especial fancy to the chicken
coolccd with rice, and ate until they could eat no more,
wiping their lips slowly with an air of intense enjoyment.
Nana at first had been in fear of meeting old friends

who might ask her stupid questions; but she was soon
at her case, as she saw not one face she had ever seen

before.

Among the crowd, faded finery, old-fashioned gowns
{ind Lunentablo-looking hats were displayed side by side

in this fraternity of vice with the richest toilettes.

She felt a brief interest in a young man witli short curly
hair and an insolent face, who sat at a table where there

were only women, who all hung on his least Avord and
gesture. The young man laughed and threw himself back
in his chair.

" He is a woman !
" she cried aloud in her surprise, and

Avith a disgusted face she turned away. She could not
understand that sort of thing, she said, a^ she eat her
cream with a philosophical air. She saw, too, that Satin,

with her Madonna-like face, had created a great sensation
at all the neighboring tables. Close to them was a stout,

fair woman, who was especially amiable, so much so that
Nana was about to interfere.

At this moment, however, her attention wn? attracted

by alady udio had yi-it entered. This lady wi's Madame
Robert, who, with her pretty air, like a d linty brown
mouse, gave a little familiar nod to the tail, thin servant,

TiUd then loaned over Laure's counter, and tlie two ex-

changed a long kiss. Nana thought this a very strango

proceeding on the part of a person so fastidious and dis*
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linguae as Madnme Robert claimed to be, all the more that
the l:idy had, for the time, entirely laid aside her charac-
teristic air of reserve.

She looked about the salon, talking in a low voice and
questioninu Laure, who had sank back in her seat in all

the majestic indolence of an old idol of Vice—her face

worn and glossy from the kisses of the faithful. She reigned
over her stout clientele, behind her full plates, with the
calm satisfaction of a mistress of a Hotel who sees fortune
at last recompense her for forty years of toil.

As soon as Madame Robert caught sight of Satin, she
left Laure, and ran to greet her in the most amiable man-
ner, saying how much she regretted not having been at

home the previous evening ; and as Satin, quite fascin-

ated, wished to make room for her, she said she had
already dined, and had only come in, to see what was
going on.

As she spoke she stood behind her new friend, with her
hands on her shoulders, smiling and looking.

" Tell me, when will you come again ? " she said. " If
you were at liberty, I—

"

Nana, unfortunately, could hear no more. This conver-
sation vexed her. She was dying to utter a few plain
truths to this extremely proper personage. But suddenly
the sight of a party of new arrivals paralyzed her. They
were all women, very chic, en grande toUetle with all their

diamonds. They went to Laure, to whom they spoke
in the most familiar manner. They seemed to have been
inspired by some evil genius to come there with a huja-

dred thousand francs' worth of precious stones, and dine
at three francs per head, mereh' to fill the poor forlorn

creatures who were generally there, with jealous astonish-
ment.
When they came in talking and laughing loudly, bring-

ing in the outer air like sunshine, Nana quickly turned
away, annoyed at seeing among them Lucy Stewart and
Maria Blond. For five minutes or more, all the time that
these women were chatting with Laure, before they passed
on to the next room, she kept her head well down, and wafl

rery busy rolling the crumbs of bread together on the tabja

tbui.
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When she turned round, she was stupefied. The chsii

next lier was empty ; Satin had disappeared.
" Where on earth is she?" she exclaimed.
The stout person who had previously overwhelmed Satin

with little attentions laughed in an ill-natured way. And
as Nana, irritated hy this laugh, looked at her threaten-

ingly, she said, in a drawling, insinuating voice:
" It was not I, I assure you. It was the other person

who got her away from you."
Then Nana, seeing that she was being laughed at, re-

lapsed into silence. She lingered a few moments to show
that she was not angry. From the next salon came the

sound of Lucy Stewart's voice, who was entertaining a
whole tableful of young girls, about to go to the balls

at Montmartrc and at La Chapelle. It was excessively

warm. The servant was constantly passing her with piles

of dirty plates. The four young men were j)aying for wine
which the women were to drink, hoping that they would
then be tipsy and funny.
The thing which exasperated Nana most of all was pay-

ing for Satin's dinner. She was a nice sort of friend to

have ! One who would come and gobble up all she could
get, and then disappear with the first fool wlio came along,

without so much ns saying thank you !

It was only three francs, to be sure ; but that made no
difference; it was the thing itself that enraged her. She
paid the money, tossing the six francs to Laure, whom she
despised at that moment as much as she did the mud in

the gutters.

In La Rue dcs Martyrs, Nana felt her anger increasing.

She certainly was not going to run after this Satin. She v/as

indignant with herself for ever having cared for her. Her
evening was spoiled, however, and she turned her face

homeward, furious with every one, but more especially

with Madame Robert. What nirs the woman put on

!

What did she mean by them? She felt sure nov/ t!iat she
had met her at the Papillon, a low bastringuc in La Rue
des Poissonniere.

And this was the woman who had refused to come to

her house for supper—who received only merchants and
bankers, and who set up for being so virtuous. It was
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al-ways just such people who hid their sins in. corners and
hoped to escape unrecognized.

Meanwhile Nana, all the time ruminating on these

things, had reached her home in La Rue V^ron. She was
disturbed by seeifig tlie light. Fontan had returned
quite out of temper, for he too had paid for his friend's

dinner, and been then deserted by him.
He listened coldly to the explanations that she gave—

stammering in her eager haste to exculpate herself from
any suspicions he might have formed. She was terrified

at finding him there, for she had not looked for him until

.after midnight. She told a falsehood, admitted that she

.had spent six francs, but said that she had been with
Madame Maloir.

He did not unbend in the least, but presently handed
her a letter which the concierge had brought up for her^^
the seal of which he had coolly broken.

It was a letter from Georges, still shut up at Fondettcs,

who solaced himsolf each week by writing burning letters.

Nana was always delighted when people wrote to her,

particularly if they used cntliusiastic phrases and swore
eternal love. She read such letters aloud to every one.

Fontan knew the style of the boy's letters, and always
listened to them, l)ut this night she was in such dread of

a scene that she affected indificrence, and, after glancing at

it, tlirew it aside. Fontan stood at the window drumming
on the glass, unwilling to go to bed at such an early hour,

Imt not knowing Avhat to do with the rest of the evening.

He suddenly turned around.
"Why don't you answer this boy at once?" he asked

abruptly.

It was generally he Avho answered these letters. lie

prided himself on his ability to do so, lie took up the
icticr and read it aloud—after which Nana embraced him
enthusiastically, telling him that he could write just rs

fme tilings in return. This pleased him, and the tv.'o

were soon in the best of humors, and adored each other,
" Write now," she said, " and I will make tea—and then

we will sup." .
.

.- :- • • \
Fontan installed himself at the table with a great
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display of pens, ink, and paper—rounded his arms and
elongated his chin»

" }ly heloved,'"' he hcgan, spcakin-j the words aloud.

IIo worked away after this fashion for more than an
Iiour—reflecting uj)on a phrase with his head buried in

h;s hands, and exulting whenever he found an especially

tander expression.

Nana, meanwhile, swallowed two cups of tea in silence.

At last he read the letter, as letters are read on the stage,

in a clear voice and with many gestures. He had.written

livelong pages about "tlie delicious hours passed at La
Mignotte—the recollection of which was like subtle per-

fume." lie swore eternal fidelity to this "springtime
of love," and ended by declaring that his only desire was
"to live that season over again, if such seasons ever could

be re-lived."
" You know, of course," said Fontan, interrupting him-

self, "that I say all this out of j^oliteness. Of course, you
and I know that it is all very ridiculous. I think, that it

sounds pretty well, tliough !

"

He was quite triumphant, but Nana committed the very
great error of not at once falling into ecstacies. She said

simply that the letter was very good—at which measured
eulogium he became thoroughly vexed.

" If the letter did not pleasu her, she could write

another," he muttered; and instead of exchanging kisses,

as was their habit, after he had written these passionate

words, they sat coldly at opposite sides of the table. She
poured out a cup of tea for him :

" How nasty !
" he exclaimed, as he tasted it; " there is

certainly salt in it.'

Nana, unfortunately, shrugged her shoulders at this,

which made him perfectly iurious.

Then a hot quarrel ensued—the clock showed that it

was not yet ten o'clock, and they had nothing else to do.

He called Nana all sorts of names ; brought every ])ossible

accusation against her, and did not allow her to utter one
word in self-defence. Siie was everything that was vile,

he said over and over again.

Then the question of money arose. Had he spent six

francs, he asked, because he had dined in town? If his
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dinner had not been paid for by some one else, he should
have been contented with the pot-au-leu at home. To
w^aste money on tliat old woman, Maloir, was tlie most
absolute folly in the world ! If slio showed her nose
inside his door again, he should tell her so, nnd kick her

out beside.

IIow long, he wondered, would it be before the wolf was
at the door, if she spent six francs every day?

" In future," he said, " I shall keep the money, and then
I shall know where we stand."

All his avaricious instincts were aroused. Nana, in great

fright, submissively brought out all the money that re-

mained and laid it on the table; until then it had been
common property, and each went to it, as he or she pleased.

" Good heavens !
" he exclaimed, after counting ;

" there

are only seven thousand francs left out of seventeen thou-
eand, and we have lived here just three months. It can't

be possible !

"

'' He rushed to the secretary, which he roughly shook,

and taking out the drawer, carried it to the table to ex-

amine it by the lamp ; but it was impossible to make more
shan six thousand eight hundred and some odd francs;

whereupon ensued a tempest.
"Ten thousand francs in three months!" he growled.

"What the devil have you done with them? Answer, I

tell you. You gave it to your aunt, I believe, or to some
man. Tell me what you liave done with it."

" Why are you so angry ? " answered Nana, trembling.
" If you will calculate for yourself, you can see just where
it is gone. You have not counted the furniture nor the

linen which I was compelled to buy ; money goes fast in

that way."
He, although he had exacted an explanation, would not

listen to one word she said.
" Yes," he said, more calmly, " it does go quickly, and too

quickly. Look here, my girl, I am tired of this com-
muiuty of goods. You know that these seven thousand
francs belong to me, and I shall keep them ; for upon my
life I don't see wh}', because you are a spendthrift, I should
be ruined. Every one must look out for himself I

"
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With a lufty air ho put the money in his pocket. Nana
looked at hiin in a dazed sort of way.

" You sec 1 am not quite such a ibol to keep aunts and
children wlio don't l)elong to mc It it pleases you to spend
your money in that way, it is your own aflair; hut I swear

you shall not touch mine, and irom to-night we turn over

a new leaf."

At this, Nana rebelled; she could not restrain the

words

:

" But haven't you been living on my ten thousand francs?

It seems to me that you arc a little i)iggish— "

He did not allow her to finish, but leaning over the table,

gave her a quick box on the ear, saying,
" Repeat that, if y&u dare !

"

She repeated it, notwithstanding the blow, arid he foil

upon her, tooth and nail, and soon reduced her to such n

state, that she ended by submissively undressing, amid
her tears and going to bed. He Avas about doing tlie

same, when he suddenly caught sigiit on the table oi the

letter he had written to Georges. He took it up, folded it

carefully, and turning toward the bed he said, in a threat-

ening tone

:

" The letter is good ; I shall put it in the post myself,

because I don't like any of your caprices. And now stop

crying; you worry me."
Nana, who was sobbing, tried to check herself, and stifled

her very breathing; and when he was at her side, threw
herself into his arms. Their dissensions always ended in

this way. She dreaded losing him, and felt she could not

live without him.
But he was suspicious. He had taken it into his head

that Nana was playing a part in order to obtain control of

the money again. The candle was extinguished, and lie

felt tiiat it was necessary to maintain Ins supremacy.
'' You know, my girl,! am in earnest when I say I shall

keei) tl»e money."
Nana, who had fallen asleep on his neck. answered, mag-

aanimously

:

" Yes. i am not afraid ; I will work.

'

But after this night their life was a series of storms;
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from the beginning to the end of the week there was a suc-

cession of ships as reguhir as the tick of the clock, which
seemed to mark their existence.

Nana seemed to have improved by her bej^tipgs; like

fine linen, her skin had grown whiter imder them. She
was more beautiful than ever, and Prnlliere went quite

crazy over her, coming to see her when Fontan was away
and trying to kiss her ; against which attempts she indig-

nantly struggled, declaring that it was infamous for him
to try and deceive his friend.

Prulliere sneered at this, and declared that she was grow-
ing positively stupid. What could she see in that mcnkey
—for Fontan looked exactly like a monkey, with his great

nose that he could twist in every direction ; besides he beat

her. Ho knew it, and she might as well own up ; and he
drank, too.

"I dare say, but I love him ;dl the same! "she answered
one day, with the calm air of a woman who confesses to a
disgraceful taste.

Bosc contented himself with dining there quite often.

He shrugged his shoulders at Prulliere : a good fellow, he
said, but a foolish one.

He had many times been present at some of the scenes

which were of constant occurrence, but when he saw Fon-
dan, at dessert, hit Nana a slap, he went on eating quietly

as if it were the most natural thing in the world. In order
to offer adequate payment for his dinner, he became en-

thusiastic over the h.appincss of his hosts. Pie called him-
self a philosopher, and said he had renounced everything
in tins world, even glory.

Prulliere and Fontan sometimes leaned back in their

chairs, forgetting the table t!iat stood Avith its dishes still

before them, and talked until two o'clock in the morning
about their past successes. Bosc listened to their theatrical

declamation with silent indifference, and quietly finished

the bottle of cognac. There was nobody like Talma left,

BO there was no use of talking about glory or success—it

v;ns too stupid.

One evening he found Nana in tears. She showed Inrn

her arms cr.d shculdcrsi all bruised and black. He IcokeJ
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at the skin without being tempted to touch it, as that idiot

of a Prulliere would Iwa'c done. Then he said senten-

tiously

:

"My girl-^wherever women arc there must be fighta

and blows. It was Napoleon who said that, I believe.

Wash your bruises in salt water ; it is good ibr bruises.

You will have plenty more, and don't complain so long as

no bones are broken.''

But Madame Lerat was not so philosophical. Each
time that Nana showed her a new black and blue spot

she uttered loud cries of woe. Her niece would be killed

yet, and this sort of thing must end. Fontan had told

Madame Lerat flatly that he did not wish to see her at hia

house, and whenever she came after that and he was heard
coming in, she was obliged to retreat through the kitchen,

which was to her a terrible humiliation. , She was not,

therefore, inclined to be especially charitable in her judg-

ment of this personage. She declared that he had been
very badly brought up—saying this with the air of a high-

born dame whose opinion on such subjects was of value,

and who had nothing to learn on similar points.

"Oh !
" she said to Nana one day, " he is ignorant of the

commonest decencies of life—his mother must have been
the commonest of the common ! You need not sny a

word—I know it. I don't speak for myself, although a
Avoman of my age is, in my opinion, entitled to resijcct.

But I can't understand how you can put up with his bad
manners, for, without flattering myself, I tirink I can say

that I taught you how to behave, and you have always
had from me the very best advice. You know perfectly

well that such performances were never known in <^ur

family before
!

"

Nana did not argue, but listened with bowed head.
" Then," continued the aunt ;

" you have known many
distinguished persons. Zoe and I were talking about it only
last evening at my house. She can't understand you any
hetler than I can. She said to me: 'To think how Ma-
flanie led the Count—who was such a perfect gentleman.
^hc ujunaged him just as she pleased, and now that she

lets herself be abused by this Merry Andrew !

'

" I," continued LladaroeLenU, "said, Id reply, that I
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might endure the blows, but the want of respect I would
not etand. And you have ruined yourself for a bird like

that ! Yes ; ruined yourself, my dear—you need not shake

your head. Are there not rich men, wise men—persons

at the head of the Government, who are dying for a look

from you ?

'"But I won't say any more, and I did not mean to say

as much. I tliink only of your own happiness; but, if I

were you, at the very first rough speech from his mouth,
I should say, ' Sir, for what do you take me ?

' You know
how to say it better than I can tell you, and your grand

air would take him off his feet quick enough !

"

Then Nana burst into tears and sobbed,

"Oh, aunt, I love him!"
The truth was, Madame Lerat felt very anxious when

she saw the difficulty with which Nana paid her boy's

board. She was willing to keep the little fellow, however,

and wait for better days. But the idea that it was Fontan
who prevented the mother and son from being up to their

ears in gold, was more than the aunt could endure with

patience. She concluded, therefore, with these Avords:
" Listen ! The day will come when you will come to mo

for protection from this brute. Knock at my door, and I

will open it to you then."

Very soon Nana had little thought for anything but
money. Fontan had walked off with the seven thousand
francs. They were undoubtedly in some safe place, but

she never ventured to question him, for she was extremely

cautious with this " bird," as Madame Lerat called him.

She trembled lest he should think her capable of clinging

to him on account of this miserable little sum.
He had promised to furnish her with the money for

their daily expenses, and he began by giving her three

francs every morning. But he was as exacting as if it

had been fifty that he had handed her. He wanted every-

thing—butter, meat, early vegetables and fruit,—and if she

ventured to expostulate, if she insinuated that he could

not have the whole market for three francs, he flew into a

passion, and declared that she was feathering her own
nest, that she was extravagant, and a fool whom all th<?

market peoj)!© cheated. He declared He would go-sojiiiu'
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where else to live, that she was no kind of a manager.
Then, at the end of a month, he forgot to put tlic tliree

francs in the morning on the corner of the chimney piece.

She asked for them several times with great timidity; and
then came more dissensions and little quarrels. In short,

he made her life so intolerable that she finally preferred

not to rely on him.
He went off as gay as a lark, when he had not left the

three francs behind him, and on coming home to dinner
was quite charmed to find it ready for him. He kissed

Nana gayly, and sang and danced about the room with the

chairs; while she, poor thing, was quite happy, having
reached the point where she did not wish him to give her
anything, notwithstanding the difficulty she had in making
both ends miset. One day she handed him three francs,

saying that she had still in hand the money of tlie day be-

fore. As he had given her nothing the day before, ho
hesitated, anticipating a lecture. But slie looked at him
with such loving eyes, and kissed him with such passion-

ate devotion, that he pocketed the silver pieces with the
trembling haste of a miser who sees his precious money
endangered.

After this day he gave himself no further trouble nor
ever once asked whence came the money by which he was
fed. He was out of temper when a dish of potatoes was
his only dinner, and smiled from car to ear before a tur-

key or a leg of mutton, without omitting, even in his best

moods, an occasional slap on Nana's face.

Nana had found a way of providing the tahle. The
Iiouso, on certain days, was overflowing with food. Twice
each week Bosc ate there until he had a fit of indigestion.

One evening, when Madame Lcrat v/as going away, she
discovered a rich dinner cooking in the kitchen, and in-

dignant that she was not to partake of it, she asked
roughly who paid for it.

Nana, taken by surprise, burst into tears.

"Ah, Avcll, it is all right enough," said her aunt, who
understood her.

Nana was resigned to all things, so anxious v.'as she for

peace in the house. It was, beside, the fault of La Tricon,

^'hom she had met in La Rue de Laval one day when
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Fontan hud gone out in a rage because of a dijsh of ecJdfish

which he did not like.

Tlien slie said yes to La Tricon, who was.'in.icofisideral)le

trouble because so many of Ikt ladies were travelling, Ak
Fontan never came in until six o'clock, she disposed of her

afternoons, which brought her in fifty or sixty franc?

—

Bonietiuies more-
She might have demanded ten or fifteen louis if she had

managed well, but she only cared to keep the pot boiling;

and when evening came she threw all this- aside, and for-

got everything in the presence of Bosc, who wrs stupid

from over-eating, and of Fontan, wlio, with his elbows on
the tabl(\ allowed himself to he kissed on the eyelids with
the condescerision of a man who feels that he is adored for

himself.

Tlius^in her love for this man. Nana had gone back to

her early life. She dragged her ojd slippers over tliewde-

walks, as she b.ad clone in her girlhood. " "

.She nmde up her quarrel with Satin, after having flown
a,t lier, ix if ready to tear out her eyes.

The tA'o went again to Laurc's, eating tbe*re whenever
Fontan dined ill town. Nana was amused fjy the stories

she heard there, by the jealousies and amours she discov-

ered amid the clatter of knives and forks; and as she was
not of a revengeful disjiosition, be ended by exchanging
civilities with Madame Robert; so that on the days when
the latter came to meet Satin, it was Nana who lectured

Satin for making the other wai*,.

Laure, who evinced toward Nana an almost maternal
affection, had invited lier several times to her villa at As-
ni^rez—a large country house, surrounded by shade trees

and a beautiful great garden. But Nana refused. • She was
afraid. Satin swore to her that she was misttiken, and that

gentlemen from Paris would swing her and would play
cro(|uet with her; so Nana promised to accept the invita-

tion later.

It was then that she went out, with Satin for a com-
panion, and beat the streets, jostled by all the vicious

creatures who stood urfder the gas-lamps, and tramped
tiirough the mud. Nana returned to the Bastringucs

wnere she nad danced in her earliest girlhood. She saw
16



9M !fAlVA.

once more the obscure corners of the outer boulevards, ih»
very places where, when she was but fifteen, her father

had come to look for her. Satin and Nana haunted all

these places, climbed all these stairs, wet and dirty, or they
planted themselves in the shelt(?r of doorways. Satin, who
knew the Quartier Ljitin i)erfectly well, took Nana there,

as well as to Bullier, and to the Brasseries of the Boule*
vard Saint-Miolu'l.

But the vacations had arrived—the Quartier des Ecoles
was desolate and they returned to tlie Grands Boulevards,
and to the Ru^ du Faubourg Montmartre. It was here

that they had better luck. From the heights of ^lont-

martre to the Observatoire they scoured the town. There
were evenings when their boots were wet through and
through, warm evenings when their garments were as if

glued to their skins—endless walks, interminable lounges

—quarrels and brutalities, oaths and iusults, and such was
the history of this time and season.
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CHAPTER XIII.

THE BEGINNING OF THE END.

THE summer ended at last, and a stormy summer it

liad been, with hot and exhausting nights. Ihe Ivo
women set forth together one evening aitcr dir.ntr. On
either side of la Rue Notre Dame de Lorctle, the sic!(AV{ilks

displayed two rows of women keeping clcse to tl.c vjill

and hurrying toward the Boulevard Avith a lu^y air. K: rn
and Satin went with the others, until tl cy en e witl.in

a few hundred yards of the Cafe Riche, wl.c n tl.< y ck j j * d
their dresses, which until then they l.£.d 1 (Id Lijli iKin
the dust, with careful hands, and then, with (r.tiio dit re-

gard of dust, allowed their trains to sweep the f^idevallf,

walking slowly when they reached the long line of li{.hi

that streamed from a cafe. They laughed as they talked to

each other with heads held high, and seemed thcrouf hly

at home in the crowd. Their faces were jcwdered, their

lips touched with red, and their eye-lf.thes daikened,
which imparted to their faces, in the semi-darknegs, some-
thing of the air of a third-rate oriental beauty iicm a
bazar.

Until eleven o'clock, all the while the crowd was at its

thickest, they were gay enough—frowning occasionally, or

hurling a sharp " fool " after some awkward iellow whose
heel had caught in their dresses ; they exchanged familiar

nods with the waiters of the cafe, stopped at some of -ihe

tables, accepted the offered "treats," which they slowlv

drank, like persons who are glad of a seat where they could
wait until the theatres were over.

But as the night wore on the noise grew louder,

and among the trees along the Boulevards, there was
much chattering and many blows ; while honest families

—mothers and fathers with their young dnughters— accus-

tomed to such things, passed quietly on with('Ut l.rf^le. rrd
as if they neither saw nor heard. Alter going ;;t lisst

ten times from the Opera to the Gymnase, Nana and ^atin
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decided that the Kue du Faubourg Montmartre was theh
best promenade.

There, until two o'clock, at all the doors of the restau-

rants and coolc shops, the ale houses and the cafes, stood a
crowd of women. Here compacts were agreed upon. The
evenings that Nana and Satin returned unsuccessful they
disputed between themselves.

La Rue Notre Dame de Lorette was deserted at this

hour, except by an occasional shadow—some poor fille,

hungry and weary, creeping slowly back to her miserable

garret,' or entreating hoarsely some tipsy fellow whom
she met at tlie corner.

Tliorc were sometimes, to be sure, successful sorties—louis

o')-:iincd from gcMitlemen, who put their decorations in

t!ieir pockets, as thoy came up t!ie street. Satin under-

stood men. She, knew precisely the state of tlic atmos-
phere v.'liich affected tlicm, and she kept her eyes on tlie

best dre:^sf'(l, for she knev/ tiiat the varnish cracked easily,

mid thnt baseness showed itself under the smallest tempta-
tion. She declared that of two men—one in the carriage

and one on the box—the coachman was much the best,

because men of that class respected vromen, as a rule,Tnuch

more than so-called gentlemen. Nana was constantly in a

state of surprise at what she saw and heard ; she had ]ire-

served some prejudices which Satin had entirely shaken
off.. Sometimes they talked gravely together: Was there

no good left, then ? was everybody corrupt, from tlie high-

est to the lowest? was there no delicacy in Paris from nine
o'clock in the evening until three o'clock in the morning?
Slie v.'ondered, if they could see into all the rooms, if there

would not be some strange sights, and if there would not
be some groat personages taken aback if they were detected

in their iniquities, iter education Avas in a fair process of
l.)o;n'^ coivip!(?te(l.

One evening, as sliC came for Satin, she recognized the
I.l.;rqui.-5 do C!u)uar<l, who was cravding down the stairs

witii a veiy pale ficc, v.vA clutching ll:e rail.

S!;o jnit her h.r.ndkcrcb.ief to her face—slrc'did not wish
- ) be recognized. Wb.c went on, and entering Satin's n">om,

found it in a state of frightful dirt and disorder. She asked
how shx! happened to know the Marquis. Satin answered
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that she had known him a long time ; he had bored her to

death as long ago as she lived with her pastry-cook, and
even now he came to see her occasionally.

"But," Satin continued, "he disgusts me, and I won't
have him here any more."
About this time, Satin inspired her with a great horror

of the police, and continually poured stories into her ears

on that subject. Satin told how, more than once, a friend

had come to her assistance—a certain agent des moeurs—and
prevented her being put on the list; but tlicre was no
hope for her now, if the attention of the police was once
awakened.
The agents arrested as many women as possible, and one

night they had taken in over thirty .^Wes. Satin proudly
said, however, that she now knew all the ropes, as well

as the faces of the agents, and as soon as she saw one
coming she fled, with many other frightened creatures.

So great was the terror felt by these JiUes, that they stood

sometimes as if paralyzed at the doors of the caf^s, although
they saw what was sweeping down upon them.

Satin feared, mare than all else, being denounced. Her
pastry-cook had threatened her when she left him ; for he,

like many other men, was base enough to wish to live on
his friend. Yes, indeed, this man might denounce her,

or even some woman who was jealous of her and angry thai

she was prettier than she, might do it.

Nana listened to all this with ever increasing terror. She
had always trembled before the law—that unknown, mys-
terious power—that vengeance of man—by which she could
be suppressed suddenly witiiout a human being knowing
where she was. Saint-Lazare was in her eves a deep ditch

—a black hole where women were buried alive after their

hair»was cut off. She said to herself that, were she to leave

Fontan, it were easy enough for her to find a protector.

Satin in vain explained that at tlie Prefecture were lists

of women, accompanied by photographs that the agents

consulted respectfully, as they were forbidden even to lay a
finger on thcoriginals. Nana none the less pictured herselfas

exposed to the insult of a visit which might come any clay.

This thought filled her vvith anguish and shame—shaiua

which had been hitherto an unknown eensation to her.
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. Ont cvcninp;, toward the ericT of F^eptember, she was with
Satia oiii tlie Boulevard Poisscanierc^ v/hcn all at once hci
-^companion began to run, saying, in a, hoarse ivliisper,

"V" TIic agents! Come on! comcoa!''
Tlien T)ej2;an a mad chase through the crowd—skirts and

.ribbons flying, cries and blcivs resounding. A woman fell.

The crowd loolccd on with brutal stolidity, or with brutal
laughter, and watched tlie jr-ursuit of the agents. Nana lost

Satin, and v»'ith paralyzed limbs waited for the worst, sure of

being arrested. A man caught l.er by the arm and look her
away, almost from the grasp of the indignant agent ; it was
Prulliere, who had recognized her. Without a word, he
turned her into La Rue Rougemont.then deserted, where she
could hardly breathe, and was so nearly fainting that he
was obliged to support her. Siie did not even thank him.
"Come," he said at last; "you must come to my rooms

and recover yourself."

He -lived near by, but she would not consent. She posi-

tively~ refused. She loved Foatan too much to run the
risk of offending liim.

PruUi&re regarded this excessive delicacy as misplaced
iind stupid, and in his wounded vanity was mean-spirited
enough to say

:

•' Very well. Go your own way—only remember, my
dear, I shall not help you out of your difficulties again 1

"

And be left her. All her terror returned, and she made
.an enormous detour to reach Montmartre, keeping close to

the shops, and turning very pale whenever she saw a man
corning.

It was the next day after this great shock and terror,

that Nana, going to sec her aunt, found herself face to face

with Lubordette, in a little quiet street at Batignolles. At
first, they botli seemed uncomfortable. He had an. affair

going on which he wished to hide, but was, nevertheless,
the first to recover himself and to express his i)leasure at

this happy meetmg. Every one, he said, was still stunned
and in despair at Jier total eclipse. The public clamored
for her, and her old friends missed her. Finally, he be-

came quite paternal and serrnonized her.

"Of course, my dear," he said, "you will do just what
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rou please, but, between ourselves, I must say frankly that

i think you very stupid. Wc all understand a sudden
caprice ; only v/c don't understand why you should pocket
afironts and blows. A nice state of things to be sure ! Ho
will take your skin next ! I suppose you are thinking of
applying for the prize of constancy?"
She listened with an embarrassed air, protesting and de-

fending by exclamations, the person whom neither of them
named.
When, however, he alluded to Rose, who was exhibiting

the Comte de MufFat as her latest prize, her eyes flashed.

"Oh I
" she murmured, *" if I chose—

"

He, at once, witli the most obliging air in the world,
offered to be the mediator.

"Shall I arrange it all?" he said. "I often see the
Count. • He turns pale now whenever he hears your
name."
But she refused.
" No ; I do not wish you to do anything of the kind.

Mignon says I have no sense; but, one day. I said to him,
-'That may be ; but, any way, if I had a husband like you,
r should be a very rich woman!"

Labordette pretended to tiiink this reply very clever.

Then he attacked her jn another direction. He told her
that Bordenave was about to bring out a new piece of

Fauch^ry's, in which was a superb role for her, and he
was sure that she could have it if she asked for it.

"AVhat ! a piece in which there is a role that would suit

me! And he hfis said nothing to me about it!
"

She was speaking of Fontan. All at once, however, she
calmed herself She would never enter a theatre again,

she said. Labordette evidently did not believe her, for he
continued to urge her, smiling all the time.

" Why do you say this ? Why will you not let me serve

you ? You know very well that you may trust me. I will

prepare your Muffat, and will bring him to you as'meek as

a lamb."
" No," she said, energetically.

And she left him. Her heroism touched even herself

There was not a man in the world, she thought, who would
make such a sacrifice without trumpeting it abn>ad. One



?62 -iTAStAa

thing,- ftowevef, struck her forcibly/ Lab'ordette had gireiji

her precisely the same advice as Francis had done.

In the evening, when Fontan came in, she quesstioned

him in regard to this piece of Fanchery's, He, for two
montha, had been again at the Varietes. Why had not
he told her of the new piece and this especial role?
"What rSle?" he said, in his ferocious voice, "Yon

probably nmecin the great lady in the play I Upon my life,

you are a modest creature I Do you think you could take
that part, my dear? Why it would crush you to the
earth. I never heard such a joke T' And he lauglied.

She was horribly wounded. All tliat evening he tor-

tureil her, and called her Mademoiselle Mars. And the
more he said, the more amiable she showed )ier?elf, feeling

a bitter pleasure in the recollection of the heroism which
made her gi^eat in her own eyes.

All this time—ever since she had assumed the expenses
of the menage—her love for him had been Srteadily grow-
ing. The disgust she felt at the manner in which she
earned the money she expended for him seemed to in-

crease her love.

He had beconte her pot joy, for which s^he paid dearly ;

her paraniount need, without which she conld not live,

The very cuff's and kicks had grown to be a part of her life,

"He, seeing what a good beast of burthen she had become,
abused her patience still more, fcihe affected his nerves,

he said, raid he had ahnos^t come to hate her;—although
he knew it was to his interest to continue to bear with
her.

When Bosc said something to him on this point, he fell

into a fury, without any one knowing precisely why, and
cried out that he bated her and her good dinners, and
that he meant to get rid of her, and bestow his seven
thousand francs on some other person.

This jvas the beginning of the end.
One night about eleven Nana, coming in, found tho

door shut and bolted. She knocked—no reply. She
fcnocked agyin-^still no reply; but seeing the hgnt under
the door and hearing Fontail moving about, she knocked
a third and fourth time—still without calling or raising

tiBr voice an^riiyi
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serrtly she heard Fontan utter one vcord-in a slow,

deliberate way—a word that was an insult.

She struck the door with both hands.
He repeated the word-
She raised lier hand and. struck repeated blows on the

resounding wood.
This went on for twenty minutes—the same word hissed

through the key-hole, like an echo, to the appeals she made
on the other side of the door.

Then, seeing that she had no intention of owning her-

self conquered, lie threw the door opvn wide, and stand-
ing on the threshold, he said, in the same coldly brutal

voice

:

" How long, in the name of Heaven, do you intend to

keep this up ? Will you go away and letusbe quiet? You
see that I have company."
He was not alone. Nana saw the little woman from the

Bouffes, with the red hair and the eyes like gimlets, sitting

with the air of a proprietor on the furniture for which she
had paid. Fontan took one step toward Nana, "lifted his

enormous hand

:

" Be off with you," he cried, fiercely, "or I will strangle

you.''
,

Nana burst into nervous sobs ; but she was frightened
and ran awa}'. This time it was she who was dismissed
from her door.

The remembrance of Muffat, and the way in which she
had treated him, flashed over her.

When she reached the sidewalk, her first idea was to go
to Satin and remain with her all night.

She found her on the sidewalk, having been put out of

doors by her landlord, who had placed a padlock on hei

door contrary to the law, for her furniture was still withia
Satin cried and declared she would have justice. But in

the meantime, as it w'jis past niidiiight, a bed somewhere
was a matter of necessity, and Satin, concluding that it

were as well not to summon any police officer and let hinj

mix himself up with her affeirs, decided to take Nana to

La Kue dc Laval, to a lady whom she knew, who let fur-

aished lodgings.

There ftoy were given, on the firsffibor, a Brmiill room
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. with windows opening on the eourt-yard. Satin said :
" 1

might have gone to Madame Robert's. There is always a

corner for me. But, of course, I could not take you there,

too. She is iDerfectly ridiculous with her jealousy. The
other evening she be;it me.".
When they were settled for the night, Nana burst into

tears and told the story of Fontan's conduct. Satin list-

eued with all consideration, consoled her, and uttered some
abuse of men as a class.

As they talked they heard a sudden uproar in the house.
Satin started up and listened.

" The police
!

" she said, turning pale, " and not the

least chance for us. We are caught like rats in a trap."

She had told Nana more than twenty times stories of

the raids made by the police on the Hotels ; but this pre-

cise night, as they took refuge in La Rue de Laval, neither

of them had thought of any danger. At the word police

Nana lost her head. She leaped from the bed, ran across

the room, and opened the window, like a mad woman
who means to throw herself out. Fortunately, the little

court-yard was shut in, and had a grating of iron over

the glass. Nana did not hesitate when she made this dis-

covery ; she climbed over the window sill and disappeared
into the darkness, her terror lending her speed, and hei
slight dress her only protection against the night air.

" Stop !

" cried Satin, in terror. " Stop ! You will kill

yourself!"
Then, on hearing a knock at the door, she closed the

window and threw Nana's clothes into a wardrobe. She
was beginning to be resigned, and said, if her name should
be put on the list, she was none the worse for it after all.

She pretended to have just Avekencd, yawned and expos-
tulated, finally opening the door, where stood a tall fellow
witli a dirty beard.

"Show your hands," he said. "You have no mark on
your fingers. You are not a seamstress. Dress yourself
and come along with me."

" I am not a seamstress," she said, boldly. "I am a
burnisher."
She dressed herself, however, knowing very well that

there was no discussion possible. Loud shrieks resounded
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through the corrrdors. One girl canght-at all the doors as

eho w;is hustled along, -and absointely refused to walk.
Another, in whose room was a companion, pretended to be
an honest ^^omaa and a wife, and talked of a suit at law.

For more than an hour, heavy footsteps resounded on the
ptairs ; doors were burst open, sharp voices were drowned
in convulsive sobs, rustling skirts brushed against the
walls, and all the sounds indicated a sudden awakening,
and a departure as sudden, of a flock of women roughly
hustled away hy the agents under the command of a little

otlicor wiio was very blond and very polite.

No one had betrayed her, and Nana was safe. She came
back to the room, shivering with cold and fear. Her
wliiie hands were bleeding,torn by tiie' rough grating. For
a long time she sat on tlie edge of the bed, listening with
her heart in licr mouth. Towurd morning, liowever, she
fell asleep. But at (^ight o'clock she awoke, and hurriedly

left the liotcl and went to her aunt's. When Madame
Lerat, who was taking her cafe au lait with Zo6, saw her
appear at this hour, her disorderded dress, iind haggard
lltcc told, her ..story without words, and her aunt under-
stood it at once.

" Wliat did I tell you ! " she cried. " I knew it. Come
in; child ; come in ! You will always be welcome here!"

Zo3 had- risen arid murmured respectfully: "Madame
has com6 back to us. I expected MadaniC." .

But Madame .Lerat wished. Nana Xo see little Louis at

once, " Because," she said, '• the child ought to know that
Ins mother was there." Louis was still asleep—he was
never well, his blood was thin. And when Nana bent
over that poor little, white, pinched-up face, all that she had
l)ornc the hist month seemed to culminate, and she burst
into strangling sobs.

'• Uli ! my poor little boy 1 my poor little bo^ !

" she
cried.
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CHAPTER XIV.

THE NEW PLAY.

{trpHE Little Duchess," Fauchery's new play, was in

X pro^jress of rehearsal at the V^arietes. This was tlia

play of which Lahordette had spoken to Nana.
The first act was just over, and the other was ahout to

begin. Toward tlic front of the stage, on i'aded velvet nrm-
chairs, sat Fauchery and Bordenave talking in suppressed

voices, while the prompter, Father Cossnrd, a hump-
backed fellow, occupied a straw chair, and turned over

the mr.nuscript, with a pencil between his lips.

""Well! what arc you waiting for?" cried Bordenave,
suddenly rapping furiously with his heavy cane. " BariJ-

lot, why don't tliey begin?"
"Monsieur Bosc hns disappeared," answered Barillot,

who occupied the position of second Manager.
Then there was a tempest. Everybody shouted for

Bosc. Bordenave swore roundly.
•• It is always the same thing! " he cried. " Hang it all!

No matter how long one rings and waits, there is always
some one mis.>ing. Wlicn one comes, another disappears;
and then they grumble if they are kept later than twelve
o'clock."

Presently, Bosc appeared, as calm as a summer breeze.

"Bless me!" he said, gently, "have I been wanted?
Why didn't you call me? I am to speak now, am I?-^
Good! Simonne says: 'the guests are arriving,' and I

come in. Where am I to enter? "

"By the door, I should say," answered Faucb6ry,
sharply.

" Yes, but where is the door ?
"

This tinio Bordenave fell on Barillot, swearing at him,
and striking the floor vvuth his stick.

" Zounds !

" he cried ;
" didn't I tell you to put a chaii

where the door ia to be? Every day I have to Bay thia
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Barillot ! Where the deuce is Barillot '? Of course, it is he
who has now gone !

"

Barillot now appeared. He silently placed the chair,

wilh a back rounded to meet the storm. And the rehearsal

went on. Sinionne, wearing her hat and furs, assumed tiie

air of a chambermaid arranging the furniture. She inter-

rupted herself to sa\-

:

" I am so cold that I keep my hands in my muff."
Then she cried to Bosc in a totally different voice:

"Ah, Monsieur le Comte! You are the first to come,
sir, and Madame Augusta will be delighted." •

Bosc had on muddy pantaloons and a heavy yellow
overcoat, with a big scarf rolled around his neck. With
his hands in his pockets and an old hat on his head, he
said, in a sullen sort of voice

:

" Don't disturb your mistress, Isabclle ; I wish to sur-

prise her."

The rehearsal continued. Bordenave sank back on his

cTiairand listeited witii a weary air. Faucher}', more
nervous by far, fidgeted and changed his position, and
seemed to be possessed by a constant desire to interrupt;

which desire he repressed. Suddenly behind him, in the

dark theatre, he heard a whisper. He turned, and de-

tected a shadow in the obscurity of a baignoire.
" Is there any one there ? " he asked, leaning toward

Bordenave ;
" is she there ?

"

Bordenave answered with an affirmative nod. Nana,
to Avhom he had offered the rOle of Augusta, had wished
first to see the piece, because she could not quite make up
her mind to accept the role of a cocotte. The part of an
honest woman was the one she coveted. She nevertheless

occupied the baignoire with Labordctte, Avho had officiated

as go-between, and had brought Bordenave and herself

together. Fauchery looked once more very earnestly

about the house, and then continued to follow the re-

hearsal.

.One gas-burner^ with a tin reflector, threw all the lijilit

on 'the front of the"st:ige, and seemed a huge yellow eye.

glaring, thro u;ih the obscurity with a certain sadness. C'op-

Biird siupported th'enianuscript against the narrow pipe, in

order to see better, 'and stood in the full glare of the light,
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thus throwing into bold relief his hunchback in profile

Uordenavc and Faucbcry vrcrc half in obscurity, h^itting aa

they did in the space betv/ccn tlie dark liouse and this

glare. A large lantern Avas hung on one sid^ of the stage,

in whose glasses all the actors were retlected, grotesquely
exaggerated.
The rest of the stage was filled widi a gray mist,—like

the dust arising from a building when pulled down,-<-'

througli Avhich were vaguely seen ladders and trestles,

screens and decorations, whose faded colors looked like

i?)ere piles of rubbish. Above were the curtains, which
iookecl like rags hung out as signs before some vast estab-

lishment of old clothes. Up high the sunlight streamed
in through an open window, cutting as with a bar of
gold and dark semicircle, which thus became even more
dark and dreary with the misery of this dismal spot, and
its damp, dreary corners more fully displayed.

Meanwhile, far in the rear, in the darkness and the
shadow, the actors who were in the piece, stood talking

and awaiting their cues. Unwittingly, they had raised

their voices.
" Will you hold your tongues ? " roared Borden ave, leap-

ing madly in his arm-chair. " I cannot hear one single

word. Go out of here, if you must talk—we iuive to work.
Barillot, if anybody speaks again I will turn every soul
out of doors."

They were all silent for a few moments, sitting in a littlo

group upon a bench and some rustic chairs in a corner of
the garden—the setting of the first scene ready for the
evening. Fontan and Prulliere were listening to Rose
Mignon, to whom the manager of the Folies Dramatiquea
had just made a superb offer. But a voice called out:

" the Duchesse ! Saint Firmin !

"

At the second call, Prulliere reme.r.bcred that he was
Saint Firmin. Rose, who ]>layed the Duchesse Helene.
was waiting ibr him. Slowl\' and languidly dragging his

feet over the sonorous boards, old Bose returned to find a

seat. Clarisse ofiered him a port of her bench.
'' What is the use of howling like that? " she said, speak'

ing of Bordenave. " He was pleasant enough a little whila
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ago. If a new piece is rehearsed, he always goes on like

that, nowadays."
Bosc shrugged his shoulders ; he did not care for any of

these storms. Fontan sneeringly said :

" He expects a failure, I fancy ; I do, at all events, for I

think this piece idiotic."

Then addressing Clarisse, and remembering what Rose
had told them, he said :

" Do you believe in that story about the Folios ? Three
hundred francs for each appearance, for one hundred nights

!

Why not a country house, I wonder? If three hundred
francs were offered to his wife, Mignon would let Borde-
nave slide."

But Clarisse believed in these three hundred francs. The
discussion that ensued was excessively bitter, but it was in-

terrupted by Simonne, shivering as she came off the stage.

Everybody was buttoned up to the chin, and the)' all looked
up to that sunlight, which seemed to hover over their heads
as if loath to descend upon the chilly, dismal stage. Out-
side, it was freezing—a sharp, November day.
"And not a particle of fire in the Foyer !

" said Simonne.
"It is perfectly abominable: he is getting as mean as dirt.

I am going away ; I don't wish to take cold."

"Silence ! will you?" thundered Bordenave again.

After this, for ten minutes, nothing was heard but the
confused recitation of the actors. They hardly took the
trouble to gesticulate, and saved their voices wherever they
could ; when they emphasized a phrase they glanced
at the house, which yawned before them, a dark
abyss, over which hung a vague shadow like the fine dust
that floats in a high loft without windows. It was a piti-

fully gloomy place, lighted only from the stage—sleepy
and melancholy. The painting on the ceiling was totally

obscured by the darkness. Over the balconies and seats

n-ere thrown gray coverings, to j)rotect the velvet from dust
and dirt, and the railings up to the Ujjpcr gallery were
guarded in the same way, while huge breadths of cloth

were suspended at the right and left of the stage to keep
the dust away from the hangings. Amid the general ob-
scurity and uniformity of tint, the loges were hardly per-

ceptible; the red velvet chairs within them looked black.
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The chandelier, drawn way down, filled the orchestra,

and su-igcstcd a general moving, a departure of the public
mi a journey from which tlicy could never return.

Rose, in her part of the little Duciiess, who had rashly
and wilfully entered the rooms of a Jille, advanced to the
front of the stage, raising her hands and exclaiming, with
an adorable smile addressed to this dark and empty house,
•' Good heavens ! what queer i)eople !

"

She said these few words in a tone and with a manner
which she was sure would produce an effect.

In tlie very back of one of the baignoires sat Nana,
wrapi)ed in a shawl, listening with all her ears and devour-
ing Rose with her eyes. She turned toward Labordette
and said, in a low voice,

" You are sure he will come ?
"

'' Perfectly sure," he answered. '' He will come with
Mi;inou merel}'' to have an excuse. As soon as he appears
you will go up to Mathilda's dressing-room. I will lake
you there."

They were speaking of Count Muffat. Labordette had
managed this interview on neutral ground. He had had
a serious conversation with Bordenave, wiio had made two
unfortunate speculations and was becoming involved, and
Bordenave was quite ready to lend his theatre and offer a
role to Nana, with the hope, probably, of placing the Count
under an obligation which he could repay by making him
a loan.

"And this part of Augusta—what do you think about
it?" asked Labordette.
But Nana did not repl3\ After a first act, where the

Due deceived his wife for the fair Augusta, an operatic
star, the Dnchcsse Helene came, in the course of the
second act, to the house of tlie actress, on tlie night of
a bal masque, to learn by wliat magic power these women
conquered and rrtnincd their huslinnds. It v.'as a cousin,

the handsome Oscar de Saint Firmin, who introduced
her there, with the hope of earning her eternal grati*

tuds.

Ai> a ilr^t lesson, she heard Augusta talking like a quar-

relsome ploughboy to the Due, while he listened in the
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most amiable manner, which elicited from the Duchesse
the exclamation:

" Is it thus that we must talk to men !

"

There was little in this scene for Augusta. As to the
Duchesse, she was well punished for her curiosity. An .old

beau, the Baron de Tardeveau, took her for a cocoUe, and
was altogether too cordial in his attentions, while, on the
other side of the stage, the Due made his peace with
Augusta.
As the r61e of the cocoUe was not yot given out, Father

Cossard was . compelled to read it. The rehearsal was
dragging along when Fauchery, all at once, started up^-
bis nerves could bear it no longer.

" This won't do at all
!

" he cried.

The actors all stopped, their hands fell at their sides,

and Fontan asked, in his most insolent tone:
"And what is it, pray, that won't do ? Who is wrong ?

"

" Everything is wrong—everybody is wrong !
" cried

Fauchery, himself walking up and down the boards and
gesticulating. " See here, Fontan, you must do better with
this part of Tardeveau. You must lean over with a ges-

ture like tliis to seize the Duchess. And you, Rose, you
must turn round quickly, like this, only not too soon—not
until you hear a kiss

—

"

He interrupted himscK, and called out to Cossard, in

the heat of his explanations

:

"Augusta, kiss him. Loudly—so that you can be
heard.

Father Cossard, turning toward Bosc, made a mos.t

vigorous noise with his lips.

" Good ! now we have the kiss," said Fauchery, trium-
phantly. " Now another kiss. You see, Eose, I have had
time to turn around and I utter a little shriek, and say,

'Ah ! she kissed him !
' By tliat time Tardeveau returns

to the charge. You understand, Fontan—you attack the
Duchesse again. Come now, try it again. All together !

"

The actors began once more, but Fontan with such un-
willingness that the whole thing dragged as badly, if not
worse, than before.

Twice again did Fauch6ry repeat his instructions, and
each time with more energy and some little heat. They

17
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all listened to him with a mournful air, looking at each
other much as if he had asked them to walk on theii

lieads, then made an awkward attempt to carry out his

instructions, moving with the Stiffness of puppets whose
springs were broken.

" Well .' it is too much for me I I can't do it, I fear^—for

I really don't understand what you want!" said Fontan,
fmally, with his insolent swagger.
Bordenave had not opened his lips. He was half-buried

in his arm-chair, and little more was to be seen of him
than the brim of his hat, which was pulled down over his

eyes, while his cane stood between his legs. He seemed
to be asleep. Suddenly he straightened himself up.

"My dear fellow!" he exclaimed, turning to Fauchery.
" My dear fellow, it is idiotic

!

"

" Idiotic
!

" repeated the author, turning very pale. " You
are idiotic yourself?"
Bordenave at this lost his temper. He repeated the

word idiotic and, trying to find some epithet more fort^ible

still, hit on the words "imbecile" and "foolish." The
play would be hissed ; the first act even would nevor be
listened to. And Fauchery, exasperated, not to say
wounded, by these insults, which constantly recurred with
every new piece, called Bordenave a brute. The manager
lost all control over himself—he snorted like an ox, he
thumped with his cane and howled out:

" In the name of heaven, shut up ! A whole quarter of
an hour has been wasted by your nonsense. Yes, non-
sense ! for there is no common sense in the corrections you
have made. As for you, Fontan, don't you move. You,
Rose, Avill do just as much as this, not a particle more,
and then you come down. Now, go on. Cossard, begin at

the kiss."

After this interruption there were some minutes of wild
confusion. Then the rehearsal went on, but with no bet-

ter success. Bordenave, with elephantine grace, attempted
to demonstrate his idea of how it should be played, while
Fauchery sneered and shrugged his shoulders with pity.

Then Fontan wished to try his hand ; Bosc offered hia

opinion, and Rose, in her fatigue, dropped into the chair
irhich did duty as a door. No one knew what to do, and
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finally Simonne, thinking she had heard her cue, came on
too soon, which enraged Bordenave to such a degree that

he gave his cane a formidable twirl and brought it down
on the girl's back with a tremendous whack. He was in

the habit of beating his women at rehearsals, no matter
what his private relations with them might be.

She escaped with a shriek.
" Put that in your pocket !

" he cried ;
" and I sweat if I

have any more of this nonsense, I will shut up this

theatre!'^

Fauchery had banged his hat on his head and pre-

tended to be going away ; but he lingered at the back of
the stage, and came back when he saw Bordenave seat

himself, and took his own chair again. They sat side by
side without moving or looking toward each other, while
a profound and dismal silence hung over the whole house.
The actors waited for some minutes ; all of them had a
crushing sense of defeat.

" Well ! let us go on," said Bordenave, at last, in his

ordinary voice, and perfectly calm.
" Yes, let us go on," repeated Fauchery, " we will try

this scene again to-morrow."
And they lay back in their chairs, the author and the

manager, while the rehearsal went on, in the same in-

dififerent dull way. During all this quarrel, the actors

who were not in the scene kept up their own little affairs

at the back of the stage, seated on the rustic benches and
chairs. There was much laughing and many rough
words. But when Simonne joined them, in a hot rage at

the blow she had received, with her voice choked by tears,

they turned toward her, saying that in her place they
would have strangled the fc3ast.

She dried her eyes, and nodded approval. She had
made up her mind ; she would leave him at once ; she
would accept Steiner's offer which he bad made to her the
night before. Clarisse was astonished, for Steiner had not
a cent in the world, as she knew ; but Prulliere began to

laugh, remembering the trick this Jew had played when
he took up Rose, at the time he started his enter-

prise of tlTe salt meadows. He knew that Steiner waa
meditating a new project

—

a tunnel under the Bosphorua,
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perhajDS. Simonne listened Avith much interest, ceased to

weep, and promised to push his interests with the banker.
As to Clarisse, she raved for a week. Tiiat animal of a

Faloise who had deserted her for Gaga's fascinations,

was he not about to inherit a fortune from a very rich

Uncle? It was just her luck. And then, too, here was
Bordenave giving her fifty lines, as if she were not able

to play Augusta. She longed for this part, and hoped
Nana would refuse it.

"Well! and what of me?" said Prulliere, much vexed.
" I have about three hundred lines ; I think I shall throw
up the part. It is one that is entirely unworthy of me.
The play is a dull one, children, and will fall flat, mark
my words."
Simonne, who had been talking with Barillot, came

back all out of breath.
" They say Nana is in the house !

" she cried.

"Where?" asked Clarisse, eagerly, rising to see better.

The rumor ran from one to another; all turned and
«:azed down into the darkness. The rehearsal itself was
interrupted. Bordenave aroused himself once more.
"Well!" he . exclaimed, "Avhat has happened now?

Will you go on with the act, and keep silent at the back
there ? It is perfectly insupportable."

In the baignoire, all this time. Nana had sat silent and
watchful, following the piece. Twice had Labordette tried

to n.ake her talk, but she silenced him impatiently, giving

him a peremptory knock with her elbow.

The second act was just finished when two dim forms
were seen near the door of the theatre. As they cau-

tiously and noiselessly moved down the aisle, Nana recog-

nized Mignon and Comfe Muffat, who silently saluted

Bordenave.
" There they are !

" she murmured, with a sigh of relief.

Rose Mignon had just finished speaking. Bordenave
rose, saying that it was necessary to repeat the second act

before they went on to the third ; and, abandoning the

rehearsal, he welcomed the Count with the most exagger-

ated politeness, while Fauchery, on the contrary, affected

to bo busy with the actors, who crowded around him.

Mignon. whistled, with his hands behind his back and
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his eyes fixed on his wife, who seemed to be a little

nervous.
" Now, then, let us go up," said Labordette to Nana. " 1

will show you into the lose, and then come dowa foi

him."
Nana left the baignoire at once. Bordenave overtook

her at the end of the corridor which ran along by the side
of the stage, a dark passage where the gas burned night
and day ; and there he began to talk to her about the r61e

of Augusta.
" It was made for you !" he cried, " absolutely made for

you. You must come to-morrow and rehearse it
!

"

But Nana was cold and indifferent. She wished to see

the third act before she committed herself by promises.
"Oh! the third act," he said, "is magnificent. The

Duchess follows Augusta's example, which disgusts Beau-
rioage and cures him. The quid pro quo is delicious

—

Tardeveau comes to the house and thinks it is that of an
actress

—

"

"And is Augusta there?" interrupted Nana.
"Augusta?" repeated Bordenave, a little awkwardly.

** She has a scene, not long, but it is a good one, and was
made for you, I believe. Now, will you take the part ?

"

Nana looked at him earnestly.

"We will see by-and-by," she answered, at last.

She joined Labordette, who was waiting for her on tho
staircase. All the theatre had recognized her. There was
much whispering. Prulliere was quite scandalized by
this reappearance, and Clarisse was very uneasy in regard

to the r61e she coveted. As to Fontan, he played indiffer-

ence; it was not worth while to say hard things about a
woman whom he had loved, he muttered. In reality he
felt a bitter hatred towards this woman,whose fascinations

had failed to touch" him—whose beauty had palled upon
him.

Meanwhile, when Labordette came back and went up to

the Count, Rose Mignon saw in a flash all that was going
pn. Muffat was a fearful weight upon her. She was not
interested in him, but the thought of being dropped in

this way infuriated her. She abandoned the silence whiclj
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Bhe usually maintained on these subjects to her husband,
and said abruptly

:

" Look here ! Do you see what is going on? I tell you,
if she is at her old tricks again—if she does as she did
with Steiner—I will tear lier eyes out !

"

Mignon, calm, dignified and haughty, shrugged his
Bhoulders with the air of a man who sees and understands
everything.

" Hold your tongue," he whispered, " Will you oblige
me by holding your tongue ?

"

He did know what was going oi". He thoroughly un-
derstood Muffat. He knew that at a sign from Nana the
Count would lie down on the ground and let her walk upon
him. Passions like these are not to be struggled against.
He knew men well, and saw all that could be done now
was to reap all the advantage possible from the rupture.
He would wait.

" Kose, to your place !
" cried Bordenave. " The second

fccene is on again !

"

" Go !
" said Mignon ;

" let me manage this."

Then he turned and blandly complimented Fauchery on
his play.

" The play was a good one," he said ;
" only, why was

the grande dame so very excellent? It was not natural."
And he sneered as he asked who had sat for the Due,
Augusta's meek adorer.

Fauchery was not in the least angry. On the contrary,

he laughed. But Bordenave, glancing toward Muftat,

looked much annoyed, whereat Mignon followed his

example.
"Let us begin. In' the name of Heaven let us begin,"

growled the Manager. " Come on, Barillot. And where
the deuce is Bosc ? What has he disappeared for now ?

"

Bosc lounged in quietly, and the rehearsal began again,

just as Labordette carried off the Comte, who was pale and
trembling at the idea of seeing Nana once more. The day
after his rupture with her, he felt utterly forsaken and deso-

late, and allowed himself to be taken to see Rose, fancying
that she might do much toward filling up the void in his

Ufp. He wished, moreover, to avoid all explanations with
the Countess, and tried to forget Nana. J.n this forgetful*
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Bess was his only safety, as he well knew. But as time
went on the thought of Nana regained all its ascendency.
She regained it through his menjory—through the weak-
ness of his nature, through sensations which were all

new to him, and in their tenderness -were -3,1 times almost
paternal.

The frightful scene of their rupture was well nigh for-

gotten. He no longer saw Fontan ; he no longer heard
Nana's words, as she scornfully ejected him from her door,
and hissed those words in regard to the misdoings of his

wife.

All this seemed to him now like mere words, the sound
of which had perished, while his heart seemed to be in
the grasp of an iron hand, each day firmer and more fero-

cious. The anguish became more and more intolerable.

He was very unhappy. He accused himself of folly and
insincerity, and said that had he really loved this woman
ehe could never have deceived him. That which he felt

at this time was like the sting of a former Avound—no
longer blind, passionate love; and jet he was haunted
by a longing for the touch of Nana's hand—for her hair,

her lips—for herself! \\'^hen he remembered the sounds of

her voice, he shivered from head to foot. He loved with
all the unreasonableness of a miser, ar>d with infinite deli-

cacy. This love had taken soich entire possession of him,
that at Labordette's first word, suggesting a rendezvous,
he was ready to throw himself at her feet by an irre-

sistible impulse, and yet ashamed of an abandon which
he felt to be ridiculous in a man like himself But Labor-
dette understood it all. He gave a new proof of his tact

by leaving the Count at the foot of the stairs, with these

simple words, carelessly uttered

:

"The second row—the corridor at the right; push the

door—it is not fastened."

Muffat was alone in the profound silence of this comer
of the house. In passing before the Artists' Foyer he had
seen through the open doors the dirt and disorder of this

huge room. Daylight was no friend to its imperfections.

He was surprised, however, on leaving the obscurity of the

itage to find the narrow staircase so calm and quiet. He
^-d aeen it only at night, crowded with hurrying women.
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The boxes were deserted, of course—the corridors empty-j
not a sound—not a human being ; while through thfl

square windows the pale November sun entered with yel-

low streaks, wherein danced the motes all undisturbed.
He was relieved by this silence and calm, and mounted

the stairs -slowly, that he might not lose his breath. Hia
heart beat loudly^—a deadly fear assailed him lest he
should behave like a child, with tears and sobs.

On the landing of the first flight he leaned against the
wall for a moment, certain of not being seen. With his
handkerchief at his lips, he mechanically looked at the
worn stairs, the railing polished by the constant friction

of hands, the spotted walls—at all the evidences of
poverty in this place, which were fully displayed by tho
crude light of this midday hour, when all the filles were
asleep.

When he reached the second landing, he was obliged t-o

step over a huge cat that lay curled up in the sunshine.
With eyes half sbut this cat guarded the house. In the
corridor at the right, he had only to push the door open,
as Labordette had said.

•Nana was waiting for him.
Mathilde, a simple little creature, was not especially

neat in her habits; her dressing-room was in great dis-

order, her toilette-table covered with chiffons and dirt;
her rouge-pot stood on a chair, the straw seat of which wad
spotted by it. The paper on the walls and ceiling waa
spattered high with soapy water The smell was so intol-

erable, the odor of lavender so strong, that Nana threw
open the window and leaned out for a minute to breathe.
She saw Madame Bron, whose broom she had heard sweep-
ing the green and mouldy stones of the narrow court-yard,
which was always in shadow A canary bird hanging on a
persienne uttered shrill notes. The noise of carriages waa
unheard in these streets,where reigned provincial i:)eace; the
greater space made the streets brighter and more cheerful.
Looking up. Nana saw the small shining windows in th«

galleries that ran across, and opposite the high houses in
La Rue Vivienne, a photographer had erected on one roof
^ii sort of box of blue glass. It was very bright and gay.
fcfana forgot why she was there, as she stood looking out
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Suddenly, it seemed to her that some one knocked. She
called out, " Come in 1

"

On seeing the Count, she closed the window, as she did
not care to have that gossip, Madame Bron, hear the

explanation. The two looked at each other seriously.

Then, as he continued to stand as if glued to the floor, she
laid, with a laugh

:

" Well ! you have come again, have you, simpleton? "

His emotion was so gi'eat, that he seemed frozen. Hfc

railed her Madame ; he said he was happy to see her. Then,
to hasten things, she became still more familiar.

" Come, now ! It is not worth while to be so mon-
strously dignified I You wanted to see me, I suppose, and
yet we stand looking at each other like two china dogs.
We have each been in the wrong ; but I forgive you !

"

Whereupon, she declared that the Past should never
again be reverted to. The Past was over. To this he
assented with a grave bow. He was perfectly calm, but
he had nothing to say—so great was the torrent of words
that rushed to his lips. Unable to comprehend this cold

ness, she played a great card.
" I see 3'ou are reasonable at last," she said, Avilh a con-

ptrained smile ; "that is precisely what I hoped A)r. Now
that we have made our peace, give me a shake of the hand,
and let us always remain good friends."

" Good friends 1 " he murmured, with sudden and sharp
un'^asiness.

" Yes ; it is foolish, possibly ; but I care a great deal for

your liking and your esteem. It troubles me when I

remember how I left you, but, now that it is talked over
and explained, we can, indeed we must, speak to each
other civilly, I suppose—

"

He started forward, as if to speak.
" Let me finish," she said. " No man ever has any

/eason to reproach me for any rude conduct, and I don't
choose to begin with you."

" But it is not tnat !
" he cried, violently, ** Sit down

and listen to me."
And, as if he were afraid that she would leave the room,

he pushed her toward the chair, while he continued ta

walk up and down in increasing agitation The little room
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was warm and quiet ; no sound from without troubled its

Btillness ; occasionally the canary bird in the window would
utter a low trill, like the sound of a dist«,nt flute.

" Listen," he said, planting himself before her. " I came
here to claim you—yes, to claim you. You know this per-

fectly well; why, then, do you speak to me aa you do?
you agree, do you not ?

"

Her head was held low, and she was mechanically
scratching one of the red spots from the cane-seated chair
with her nail. Seeing his anxiety, she delayed giving him
any answer still longer.

At last she lifted her facer, which had suddenly become
very grave. She had succeeded in giving to her eyes an
expression of profound sadness.

Oh ! it is impossible !

" she said, slowly. " You and I

ean never try that again !

"

''And why?" he gasped, his face contracting with
anguish.

" Why ? Zounds ! because—it is impossible, and that
is all there is about it. I don't wish it."

He gazed at her, with growing wonder in his dilated

eyes, and then fell at her feet. She recoiled, and repeated
over and over again

:

" Oh ! don't be so childish."

But he no longer heard her. At her feet on the
floor, he threw his arms around wildly, and buried his

face in her lap. He shuddered from head to foot, and
drew his breath hard, with a long convulsive sob.

" Well I
" said Nana, coldly and quietly, " what a boy

you are 1
'*

" Listen !
" he answered, breathlessly. " I have seen a

liotel near the Pare Mongeau. I will gratify each one of

your whims, but. I will endure no rival near the throne.

You are to be mine, and mine alone ; this is the absolute

condition. If you will consent, you shall have the most

beautiful toilettes—laces and diamonds—everything that if

jf the rarest; horses and carriages

—

Nana at each of these ofiers shook her head ; but ag h«
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went on, speaking of settling money upon her, she began
to lose her patience.

" Will you never have done bargaining with me ? " she

exclaimed, "
J. tell you I will not consent to your propo-

sition, " and she shook him off" as she spoke.

He dropped into a chair, with his face buried in his

arms, which were crossed upon the back, and Nana began
to pace the room in her turn. She looked about at the

Bqualid'Toom—the dirt and the disorder fully displayed by
the pale sunlight; then planting herself in front of the

Count, she spoke, with stolid frankness and precision

:

" How strange it is that rich men like yourself always
think their money will buy them everything they want

!

What do I care for these presents ? If you could give

tne the whole city of Paris, my answer would still be
the same—no ! no ! Look round this room ; it is poor and
it is dirty, but I would live here with you if I loved you

;

but I could not live in a palace unless my heart were there,

too. I tell you I care nothing for money ; I trample upon
it ! I spit upon it !

"

And she pretended to be greatly disgusted ; then sud-
denly adoptmg an air of sentiment, she added, in a melan-
choly tone

:

" I know something that is much, better than monev.
Ah ! if I could but have it !

"

He raised his head slowly ; hope lighted his haggara
eyes.

" No
;
you cannot give it to me," she resumed. " It does

not depend upon you, and that is why I spoke about it to

you. Now let us have a little talk together. Do you know
I should Hke to have the r61e of the honest woman in their

new play ?
"

"What honest woman?" he murmured, in some aston
ishment.

" Their Duchesse Hel&ne, of course ! If they think I will

Dlay Augusta, they are greatly mistaken. The part amounts
lo nothing—one short scene only ; and that is not all, either'

I have had quite enough of cocottes ; I am tired to death
of them all; and, really, people will soon begin to believa

that I can't personate anything else, either on or off" th?
•tage ; but 1 will have them all to understand that, when



282 NANA.

I choose to be distinguee, nobody can pluy the part better

than myself! Am I not chief Look at me, now."
She retreated to the window ; then came back most gin-

gerly, bridling and swelling with the circumspect air of a
great hen who does not wish to get her feet dirty. He
watched her with tears in his eyes, entirely stupefied

by this little comedy intruding upon his anguish. She
paraded up and down several times, smiling and serene,

managing her skirts gracefully and holding her head erect;

and then once more stopping before him :

" Is not this the way I should do it? " she asked.
" Precisely," he murmured, struggling with his emo-

tion.
" Don't I know hoAV to act the part of an honest, respect-

able woman ? I have practised it in the solitude of my
own room, and I am convinced that there is not a single

woman among them all who has my air—the air of a
Duchesse who likes men in her own way ; have you not
noticed it? Besides, this is not all; I must be an honest
woman, if onl}' on the stage. I dream about it all the
time, and it makes me miserable. I tell you I must play
that part."

She had become very grave, and her voice was firm and
sharp. She seemed to be sincere, and to suffer from the
anxiety she felt. Muffat, still crushed by her refusal, list-

ened to her words, but scarcely understood them. There
was a long silence ; only a fly buzzing on the window-pane,
disturbed the profound quiet of the room.
"Do you not understand? " she said, abruptly. "You

must make them give me the role."

He was amazed ; then, with a despairing gesture, he an-

swered :

" But that is impossible ! You said yourself, only a few
minutes ago, that it did rfot depend upon me."
She interrupted him, and with a shrug of her shoulders,

said

:

" You must go down-stairs at once, and you will say to

Bordenave that I must have the rule. Bordenave needs
money, and you can lend it to him, as you seem to have
plenty."

And as he did not answer, she began to grow angry.
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.''Very well; I understand! You are afraid of having
trouble with Rose. I said nothing to you about her, for it

wao not worth while, and was too long a story ; but when
a mitn promises, or, rather, swears to a woman that he loves

her forever, one does not go off the very next day with a
newcomer. Yes, the wound is here—I remember .it per-

fectly. I don't Avish to have anything more to do with
these Mignons, and you ought to have broken with them
before you came to meet me here."

He contrived to be heard here as he uttered the discon-
nected semence,

" I intend to break with Rose at once !

"

Nana seemed satisfied on this point, and resumed

:

" Then what is it that stands in your way ? Bordenave ?

Bordenave is the master. I suppose you will say that
Fauch^ry comes after Bordenave—

"

Here she dropped her voice, realizing that she had
reached the mo»t delicate point of the matter.

Muffat, with lo wercd eyelids, listened in silence. He had
chosen to remaiii in ignorance of the attentions paid by
Fauch^ry to the Countess, and had ended in hoping that
he had been mistaken in the convictions he had formed
during that terrible Jiight passed in the doorway of La Rue
Taitbout. But he preserved a certain rancor, and the
greatest possible repugnance to any allusion to the
matter.

" But Fauch^ry isn't so bad after all !
" continued Nana,

feeling her way—uncerrain how things were between the
Mend and the husband. " Fauchery is kind-hearted. No^,
if you will just go to him—

"

But the idea of such a step revolted the Count.
" ]fJo, no, never !

" he cried.

She waited a moment. Certain words came to her lips

;

she wanted to say, " Fauchery w^ld refuse you nothing,"
but she felt that they might not be efficacious as an argu-
jnent. She smiled, therefore, but the smile was so ex-
pressive that her meaning.was as well conveyed as it could
have been in words. Muffat turned pale, ^nd, with a
quick glance at her, turned his eyes away again, annoyed
and disturbed.

"Ah I you are not obliging," she murmured at last.
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"I cannot do it," he answered, in a tone of deep

anguish. "Anything else—anything yon will ask—but

not that
!

"

She would not condescend to argue ; there was a quicker

way of dealing with him. She laid one of her little handa
on his brow and gently pushed back his head, then leaning

over him, she pressed a long, lingering kiss upon his lips.

He shivered from head to foot and the sad eyes lighted with

a fierce fire. She stood erect again,
" Go I

" she said simply.

He Avent toAvard the door—she followed, and, as he was
going out, threw her arms around him and drew him
back.

" Where is the Hotel? "she said, burying her face in his

vest.

"Avenue de Villiers," he said.

"And there are carriages?"
" Yes."
"And laces—diamonds ?

"

" Yes."
" HoAv good you are ! You know just now that it was

only jealousy. And I swear to you, that this time it shall

not be as it was before ; because you now understand what
a woman requires. You wiU give me everything, won't

you ? Then why should I have anything to dp with any
one else

!

"

She kissed him again and again, and, as the door closed

upon him, she drew a long breath. Heavens! what a
foul smell there was in this dirty dressing-room of Ma-
thilde's. It might have been very pleasant—because it

was so sunny—if it had been clean. To get rid of this

odor of rancid oil of lavender, she threAv open the window,
and, leaning out, tried to find something to interest her

Avhile she was waiting. •'

Mufi'at, meantime, was staggering down the stairs, a
etrange buzzing sound in his ears—impelled by a will

stronger than his own. What should he say? In what
way should jie introduce a matter which was really none
of his business ? He reached the stage, and heard voices

quarrelling. The second act was just over. Prulliera
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was in a rage because Fauchery wished to cut one of his

sentences.
" Cut them all," he cried ;

" I prefer you should do that.

I have not three hundred lines, and you wish to cut those,

do you ? No ; I have had enough of this sort of thing,

and shall give up the role."

He drew from his pocket a small, tumbled book, and,
twisting it up in his feverish hands, looked as if about to

fling it at Cossard. His wounded vanity convulsed his

pale face, his thin lips seemed to grow thinner, and he ap-
peared to be utterly unable to conceal his emotions. The
idea that he—Prulliere, the idol of the public—should be
forced to accept a part of three hundred lines ! It seemed
to him that there was an absolute convulsion in all social

laws—something that would shake society to its founda-
tion.

" AVhy don't you ask me to bring in letters on a tray ?
"

he resumed, bitterly.
" Come now, Prulliere, don't be so perverse," sai(i Bor-

denave, coaxingly. " Fauchery will manage some capital

hits for you, I'm sure,—won't you, Fauchery? In the
third act you can add something, can't you ?

"

"And I must have the last word, when the curtain goes
down," said the actor, obstinately. " I am entitled to that,

at least"

Fauchery shrugged his shoulders without a word : his

eilence gave consent, however, and Prulliere thrust his

book back into his pocket.

Bosc and Fontan, during this explanation, assumed an
air of profound indifference. What did they care ?—each
for himself, was their motto.

All the actors now crowded around Fauchery, plying
him with questions, while Mignon lent a patient ear to

Pruliiere's muttered complaints, at the same time watch-
ing Comte Muffat from the corners of his eyes.

The Count was standing at the back of the stage, un-
willing to become involved in the dispute he heard. But
Bordenave saw him, and hurried to meet him.

" What creatures these are !
" he cried. " You can't

imagine, my dear Count, the trouble I have with theso

people. Each is vainer than the other—quarrelling and
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chattering all the time, like so many magpies. Confound
them all, I say ! But, pardon me, I must stop, for my
anger is running away with me."
He relapsed into silence, and waited until the Count

shjuld speak. But the Count did not find speaking such

an easy matter, and finally ended by saying, bluntly

:

•* Nana wants to take her role from Rose,"

Bordenave started.
" Is the woman mad ? " he exclaimed.

He looked at the Count, and seeing him so pale and
agitated, he said to himself, " What the deuce does this

mean ?
"

Another long silence. In his heart Bordenave was
thinking that it would be ridiculous to give this big Nana
the role of the' Duchess—it would never succeed. He
looked earnestly at Muffat, and called to Fauchery to come
to them.
The Count made a hasty gesture, as if to prevent him.

Fauclii^ry did not hear, however. Fontan had him by the

button-hole, and he was obliged to listen to the actor's

interpretation of his part. Fontan asked if he should use

the Marseillaise accent? He seemed to be in doubt on
several points ; Fauchery was cold and impassive, showing
little interest, and Fontan began to grow angry, and finally

said, if he could not catch the spirit of his role it would be
better for everybody that he should give it up.

" Fauchery !
" called Bordenave again.

Then the young author made his escape, only too glad

to break loose from the actor, who Avas deeply wounded
at his prompt departure.

" We won't stay here," said Bordenave. " Come on,

gentlemen."
And, to get away from curious ears, he led the way to

the store-room behind the scene.

Mignon, in great surprise, watched them disappear.

They went down several steps and entered a square room,
the two windows of Avhich looked out on the court-yard;

a cellar-like light came in through the dirty windows,
close under the low ceiling. In this place was every im-
aginable rubbish ; an indescribable collection of bric-a-

brac; a nameless pell-mell of plates and cups of gilded
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pasteboard, of red umbrellas and Italian vases, large

and small ; clock., of all sizes, firearms and bird-cages

—the whole covered with a coating of dust an inch
thick. An insupportable odor of iron-rust, rags, damp
paper, glue and paste came up from this heap of rubbish,
where some of the things had been accumulating for fifty

years.
" Come in," said Bordenave ;

" we shall at all events be
alone here."

The Count, in great annoyance, walked away, that the
Manager might be alone with Fauchery, when he made
the proposal. The author was amazed.

" What on earth is the matter? " he asked.
"Nothing; only an idea has just come to us. Don't

answer in a hurry. What do you think of Nana in the
role of the Duchess ?

"

The author was horror-stricken.
" No, no ! a thousand times no ! But you are not in

<>arnest?" he added, more quietly. "It would be ridicu-

lous. Everybody would laugh."

"And I like people to laugh, it is a very good thin^.

Reflect, my dear fellow. The idea is a mo.st acceptable

one to Count Muffat."
Muffat at this moment affected an air of ease, and

stooped to take from the floor some little thing which he
seemed to be examining—it was an egg-cup, the stand of

which had been mended with plaster. He held it uncon-
sciously, as he murmured

:

" Yes, it would be a very good thing, I think,"

Fauchery turned toward him with a gesture of impa-
tience. The Count had nothing to do with the affairs of

the theatre, why did he meddle with them ? And the

young man said bluntly :

" No ; never. Nana as a cocotte does very well, but as a
lady—a woman of the world, she would be preposterous."

" You are mistaken, I assure you," answered Muffat,

emboldened. " She just now vehemently urged me to do
my best with—

"

"Just now? Why, where is she?" asked Fauchery,
in ever growing astonishment.

" Up-stairs, in one of tlie dressing-rooms. She can do

18
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it, I assure you. She has an air of admirable distijactior,

after all ! She manages her hands weJ.^' , ,

And the Count, still holding the egg-cup, began to imi-

tate Nana, forgetting himself entirely in his efforts to con-

vince his audience.

Fauchery at last understood. Muffat, who, read a cer-

tain pity and some contempt in his expression, flushed

painfully.
" It is possible that I may be mistaken," murmured the

author, obligingly. " She might do it well after all. But
the role has been given to Rose, and it is impossible to

take it from licr
—

"

" Oh ! as to that," interrupted Bordenave, " I will under-

take to arrange it."

Then the young man, seeing that he had two against

him, and that Bordenave.had gone over to the enemy, vio-

lently broke forth again.
" I tell you, no ! If the role were unfilled, I would not

give it to her. Now, is this clear to you? Let me bel

Do you think I want my play killed?"

A long, embarrassed silence ensued. Bordenave, think-

ing he might be de trop, drew back a few steps. The
Count's head was bent low. He raised it with an effort,

and said in a changed voice

:

" Suppose I asked this of you as a favor ?
"

'' It is impossible I
" answered Fauchery, struggling A/ith

himself.

Muffat's voice acquired new sharpness.
" I beg of you—I particularly wish it

—

"

And he looked at the young man earnestly.

Fauchery, feeling that this gaze was a veiled threat,

suddenly yielded and stammered some incoherent words.
" Very well. I consent, but you will see

—

"

The embarrassment of both men now became very
great. Fauchery was leaning against a dusty packing
box, and tapping his foot nervously on the floor. Muffat
seemed to be studying the egg-cup with the most absorbed
attention.

" It is an egg-cup," said Bordenave, obligingly.
" Yes, an egg-cup," repeated the Count, mechanically.
"Excuse me; you are covered with dust," said thp
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Manager, taking the cup and placing it on a shelf.
" You know, of course, that it is of no use to try and sweep
and keep all these things clean. Perhaps you may think
this is all trash here, but I nssure you that, with few
exceptions, everything is very essential to us."

He pointed out the contents of various shelves to

Muffat, saying, with a laugh, that he wanted him to be
interested in his inventory. Then, as they came back to

the spot where Fauchery was standing, he added, in a
light, gay tone:

. "As we seem to agree now, we had best terminate this

discussion. Ah, here comes Mignon."
Mignon had been in the corridor for some moments, and

when Bordenave uttered these words, he burst out, for he
understood them instantly. He declared that his wife's

prospects would be ruined, if this part were taken from
her, and that it was an insult to her, and to him. Bor-
denave calmly said that the role was not worthy of Rose,
and that he preferred to keep her back for an operetta,

which would be brought out after " La Petite Duchesse."
But as the husband was not disposed to submit, he offered

to cancel the engagement, and gave him to .understand
that he knew that the husband and wife had been listen-

ing to propositions from the Folies Dramatiques.
Then Mignon, discomfited for a moment, but making no

denial, pretended to feel the greatest disdain for money.
His wife had been engaged to play the "Duchesse Hel^ne,"
and she should play it, even if he (Mignon) spent a for-

tune in upholding her rights. His honor and dignity were
both involved. Embarked on these points, the discussion

was interminable. The Manager repeated over and over
again that when the Folies offered three hundred francs a
night to Rose, for a hundred representations, and that as he
gave her only one hundred and fifty, it was fifteen thou-
sand francs that he allowed her to make, by releasing her.

The husband shrugged his shoulders with the air of a
man who rises above all questions of money. What
would be said of him, if he stood still, and allowed his wife
to be robbed of her role ? Why, simply that she was not
equal to it, and that it was necessary to provide a substi/

tute. This, of course, once said, would injure her reputa-
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lion as *n artist. No, no. Glory before money. All al

once he rjaid what he would do. Rose, by the terms of her
engagenicnt, forfeited ten thousand francs, if she broke her
engagement. Very well. Let the Manager give her ten
thousand francs, and she would go to the Folies Dramat-
iques. i>ordenave stood, as if stunned, while Mignon
never moved his eyes from the face of the Count, as he
calmly waited.

"Then it is all settled," murmured . MufFat, with a sigh

of relief
" By n»f means !

" cried Bordenave, all his instincts, as i

business rnan, awakened. " Ten thousand francs to le^

Rose go ! Not 1 1 You know, Mignon, that I am not quiti
euch a fovl."

But his elbow was gently touched, and he knew that tho
Count commanded him to accept these terms. He still

hesitated, however, regretting these ten thousand francs,

although they were not to come out of his pocket. He
finally resumed, roughly

:

"After all, I am willing, and glad to get rid of you."
In the meantime Fontan was listening, below the win-

dow in the court-yard. Much puzzled, ho had hastened
down there to establish himself at that post. When he
grasped the lull meaning of this assembled conclave, he
rushed up-stairs to inform Rose, and was delighted to tind
that he put her into quite as great a rage as he had anti-

cipated.

She instantly flew to the room, where the conspirators
still lingered. They were dumb when they saw her. She
looked at the four men, one after the other. Muffat turned
away ; Fauch^ry answered with a despairing shrug of his

shoulders to the questioning in her eyes. As to Bor-
denave and Mignon, they were discussing the form of tho
release.

" What is going on here?" she asked, abruptly.
"Nothing," answered her husband; "only "Bordenave

Wants to give me ten thousand francs for your role."

She trembled and turned very pale, as she clenched her
little fists. She turned full ujion him in this sudden revolt

of her whole nature—she who had hitherto been so submis-
»ive in all matters of business, allowing him, as she alway*
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ilid, to sign lier engagements with her theatrical man?gera,
and also with her friends.

She uttered one quick, short exclamation, and then
words that cut him like a whip-lash :

" You are a mean scoundrel !

"

She rushed away, Mignon, after a moment's sileot

consternation, following her. Was she mad? He eX'
plained to her, in a low voice, that ten thousand franco*

from one manager, and fifteen thousand from another^
made in all twenty-five thousand, and it was a sj)lendicl

stroke of business. Besides, it was a great thing to have
plucked this feather from Mufi'at's wing.
But Rose made no answer, and ]\Iignon left her indig-

nantly, telling her to sulk it out.

He said to Bordenave, as he came on the stage with
Fauchery and Muffat,

" We will sign the contract to-morrow. Have the money
ready."

Presently, Nana, being summoned by Labordette, ap-
peared, smiling and triumphant. She adopted an air of
great dignity and reserve, to prove to these idiots that she
could be well-Bred and stylish when she pleased. But she
came very near compromising this dignity. Rose, as

soon as she saw her, rushed forward and said, in a hissing

whisper,
" I will soon settle with you—remember that !

"

Nana, forgetting herself, was about to place her hands
on her hips, and pour forth the choicest specimens of her
vocabulary. But she restrained herself, and exaggerating
the flute-like sweetness of her voice, made a littlo gesture

like a high-bred Marquise Avho had unwittingly trodden
on a bit of orange-peel

:

"Ah ! What ! I think you must be a little mad, my
dear."

Then she continued to display all her new airs and
graces, while Rose rushed away, followed by Mignon.
Clarisse obtained from Bordenave the role of Augusta, and
Ivas charmed at her success. Faucliery kept a little aloof,

and wore a most gloomy brow, but he could not make up
his mind to leave the theatre. He felt that his play waa
tuined. But Nana went up to him and seized him by
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both hands, asking him if he really thought her so utterly
atrocious. She would not hurt his play. Finally, she
elicited a reluctant smile from him, and compelled him to

admit that it would he very silly for him to quarrel with
her in his position toward the Maffats. If her memory
failed her, she said, she would pay all the greater attention
to the prompter, and he would realize that he had mis-
judged her when he saw how she filled the theatre. Then it

was agreed between them that Fauchery should make some
slight changes in the role of the Duchess, so that more
should be given to Prulliere, who was naturally en-
chanted.

In all this kindly state of feeling which Nana had con-
trived to create about her, Fontan alone was neglected.
He stood by himself—affecting an easy attitude—as if to
•say that he was indifferent to all this nonsense. Nana
calmly went up to him, and offered her hand.

" You are well ? " she said.

"Yes; and you—?"
" Very well. Thanks."
This was all. They had, to all appearajice, separated

the evening before at the door of the theatre, without other
than a feeling of indifference.

In the meantime the actors were still waiting, supposing
that the third act was to be repeated ; but Bordenave said
that they had all had quite enough for that day.
Then Bosc, who was punctual to a degree, went off

grumbling: what was the use of making them lose an en-
tire afternoon in this way, he would like to know. Everj'--

body separated, and when they reached the sidewalk
winked their eyelids, half-blinded by the broad daylight,
like people who have spent three or four hours in a dark
cellar.

The Count, faint and dizzy, entered a carriage with
Kana, while Labordette walked away with Fauchery,
whom ho undertook to comfort.
A month later, the first representation of La Petite Du-

chesse was a great disaster for Nana. She showed herself
BO atrociously bad, and made so many pretensions, thai
the public were infinitely amused. She Avas not hissed,
but everybody laughed. "Rose Mignon made herself very
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JOtBpicuoiis : she welcomed her rival, whenever she came
on the stage, with a shrill laugh, which was followed by
the entire house. This was her first vengeance, and when
Nana, after the play was over, found herself alone with
MufFat, she said, passionately

:

" It v/as a plot—an infamous eabal to injure me. I un-
derstand it all. It was the purest jealousy. What do I

care what they think of me? I can do without them per-

fectly well. But you shall yet see that I will bring them
down, and taey shall bow low before me. I will yet show
these Parisians that I have a very clear conception of the
rftie of a grande dame !

"
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CHAPTER XV.

A GRANDE DAME.

FROM this time Nana became a grande dame, in her ao
ceptation of the term. Her photographs were in every

window ; her name appeared each day in the newspapers.
When she passed in lier carriage on the Boulevard or in

the Bois, the crowd turned and looked after her with tho

enthusiasm of people saluting their sovereign ; while she,

lounging amid her cushions, smiled gayly with her painted

lips, her blue eyes half hidden by the light blonde curls

on her brow. And the extraordinary thing was, that

this big creature—so pretentious and so awkward on the

stage—so ridiculous when she undertook to play the part

of a femme du monde^^should be so successful and so

natural off of it. She was the aristocrat of folly and set

the fashioli in all things ; and the great ladies imitated

her.

Nana's h&tel was on the Avenue de Villiers, in that luxu-
rious Quartier which was then growing up amid the for-

mer desolation of the Plaino ;Mon§cau. Built by a young
artist in the intoxication of his first success, compelled
to sell it almost before the plaster was dry, it was in the

Renaissance style, and looked like a palace, with a certain

quaintness of arrangement, and an attention to modern con-

venience and comfort, which was altogether remarkable.
Comte Muffat had bought the hotel as it stood, completely
furnished; filled with a host of trifles, of beautiful Eastern
hangings, old china and carved chairs of the time of Louis
XIII. Nana thus fell into artistic surroundings of really

exquisite taste; but as the atelier which occupied the centre

of the house was of no use to her, she made many changes,
leaving on the rcz dechausste two salons and a dining-room,
and on the first floor a large boudoir next to her sleeping

and dressing-rooms. She astonished the architect by tha

ideas she gave him, and he wondered at the natural refine*

ment of ih\B fdle^ who had an instinctive iutuition of all the
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elegancies of life. He saw at once that there was no danger
of her spoiling the hotel ; she even added to it some bits

of rich furniture which were tasteful, and also some touches
ofsentiment— the remains of the romances she had dreamed
when she, a little flower-maker, had stood looking in at the
windows of the shops.

In the court-yard, under the glass piazza, a carpet was
spread upon the steps, and as soon as one entered tKe vesti-

bule the air was heavy and warm, scented with the odor
of violets. A large Avindow, set with yellow and rose-col-

ored glass, lighted the broad stairs, at the foot of which
stood a negro carved in wood, holding a silver tray heaped
high with visiting cards; four marble women, scantily

draped, held high their lamps ; bronzes and cloisonne
enamels were displayed on all sides ; flowers were every-
where, and divans covered with old tapestry furnished the
hall and were placed on the wide, square landings, making
of the second hall an ante-room where men's hats and coats

were always to be seen. Thick carpets deadened every foot-

fall, and the stillness was so intense that it was like enter-

ing a chapel to cross the threshold.

Nana did not throw open the grand salon, furnished in

the richest style of the reign of Louis XVI., except on gala

nights, when she received the Tuileries people, or strangers

of distinction. Generally speaking, she only came down
at stated hours for meals—a little lonely when she break-
fasted by herself in the lofty dining-room hung with Gobe-
lin tapestry, with a huge monumental buffet, gay with old

faience and marvellous pieces of old silver. She hurried
back, for she lived on the next floor in her three rooms

—

bed-room, dressing-room, and boudoir. Twice already she
had refurnished the chamber,—the first time in mauve
satin, the second in lace over blue silk,—and was not yet
pleased; she thought the last dull and faded. She was
anxious to try something else, but could not make up her
mind what it should be.

The low bed was hung and covered with Point do
Vcnise, which must have cost at least twenty thousand
francs. The chairs and all the furniture were of blue
and white lacquer, inlaid with silver; on the carpets, white
bearskins Avere thrown in such quantities that they almost
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made a carpet of themselves— this was a caprice of

Nana's, who had a way of sitting on the floor when she

was so inclined. The salon, or boudoir on the left^

was a most amusing p6le-melo: there were hangings of

pale rose-colored silk—the faded, Turkish rose-color—em-
broidered with gold, and things from all over the Avorld.

Italian cabinets, Spanish and Portuguese boxes, Chinese

pagodas, a Japanese parasol of the most exquisite finish
;

faience, bronzes, embroideries and tapestry, while the

chairs were like sofas and the sofas as capacious as beds

—

the whole room had the luxurious, sleepy look of a serag-

lio. Its general tone was old gold, lighted up by touches

of deep red. Nothing indicated ihejille except the exagge-

rated luxury of the seats and two bisque statuettes—neither

of which would have found either favor or toleration at

the hands of people who had been properly bred. Through
a door that stood open almost all the time, the interior of

the dressing-room could be seen, Avith its marble bath—its

silver jars on the dressing-table, and its crystal bottles and
ivory brushes. The daylight came softly in through
closely-drawn muslin curtains, and the room was heavy
with the odor of violets—Nana's especial perfume, and that

which filled the whole hotel.

Nana's greatest trouble was to find the requisite servants
for her new house. She had Zo6 once more, who was
devoted to her, and who had been for several months
awaiting this brilliant denouement, and was now taking
her ease as real mistress of the establishment, all the time,

however, faithfully protecting the interests of her mistress.

But a femme de chambre was not all that Madame
required. She needed a Maitre d'Hotel, a coachman, a
concierge, a cook, and other servants. The stables, too,

were not to be neglected. Here Labordette made himself
useful, and executed a host of commissions which the
Count found too burthensome. He attended to the selec-

tion of the horses, went with Nana to look at carriages, and
influenced Nana's selection in all the purchases she made.
He was to be seen with her everywhere. He even engaged
her servants. Charles, the coachman, had been employed
by the Due de Corbreuse. Julien, the Maitre d'H6tel,

WAS a little fellow with a smiling face and curling hair.



NANA 297

Victorine was the cook ; her husband the concierge and
footman. This man, Frangois, in knee-breeches and pow-
dered hair, wore Nana's livery—blue and silver—and
showed in all guests. His air and manner were irreproach-

able.

Early in the second month the establishment was in

good running order—at an expense of three hundred
thousand francs. There were eight horses in the stable,

and five carriages in the carriage house, one of which, a
landau with silver trimmings, was the wonder of Paris for

twenty-four hours. And Nana reveled in the midst of ^11

this luxury. She had forsaken the theatre after the third
representation of La Petite Duchesse, leaving Bordenave on
the brink of failure, in spite of the assistance volunteered by
the Count. She bluntly informed him that she no longer
cared for the applause of the public or the fame won upon
the boards. She, nevertheless, cherished a certain feeling

of bitterness against the public that had laughed at her.

This experience she added to that gained through Fon-
tan. But she never thought of avenging herself on the
comedian ; such an idea never entered her light head.
She never looked forward a day. All that remained to

her of the Past was a more extravagant love of expendi-
ture, a natural contempt for the man who paid, and
caprices which became daily more and more extravagant.

She seemed to delight in the ruin of her admirers.

Nana, from the first, arranged the programme of her
relations with the Count. He was to give her twelve
thousand francs monthly, without counting presents, and
asked, in return, only the most entire fidelity, which she
swore. But she too exacted something. She demanded
liberty, full and complete, and unswerving respect for her
wishes. It was agreed that Muffat should come only at

certain hours; that she should receive her friend whenever
she pleased; and, in short, that he should have a blind

faith in her. Whenever he kicked against the pricks, and
showed any indications of jealousy, she put on an air of

ofifended dignity, threatening to leave him at once, or else

she closed his lips with new oaths and promises. She
Bwore always on the head of her little Louis, which cer-

tainly should have satisfied hira. There was no love,



198 KAN A.

however ; where there was no esteem, love was impossihlft

In reality, however, she would have eaten dry bread and
drank water rather than give up her dear freedom. At
the end of her first month, Muffat yielded on all points,

and ended by respecting her.

But she wished and obtained more than this. She soon
adopted a maternal air, and exercised a strong influence

over him for his good. When he appeared in a sulky mood,
bhe cheered him, and gave him advice, after hearing his

confession. By degrees she became familiar with all his

home annoyances, all those caused him by his wife, by
his daughter, and by business affairs. Her counsel was
good, characterized by justice and lionesty. Once only did
she allow herself to be carried away by passionate preju-

dice, and that was the day when the Count confided to her
that Daguenet was unquestionably on the point of asking
his daughter Estelle's hand in marriage. Ever since the
compact between the Count and Nana, Daguenet had
seen fit to treat her as an adventuress who was ruining his

future father-in-law. She now left nothing unsaid in

regard to her old friend. He was a wretch who had
thrown away his fortune most recklessly. He was
totally lacking in moral sense ; he no longer havingTnoney
of his own, sponged on others, and paid only occasionally

for a dinner or a bouquet; and when the Count found an
excuse for this, she told him squarely that Daguenet had
once been her friend. Muffat became very pale, and there

was no further discussion between them in regard to the

young man, and she felt that she had suppressed him,
which would teach him, she hoped, a little gratitude in

the future.

The Hotel all this time was not entirely furnished ; and
one evening, when Nana had lavished on Muffat the most
energetic oaths of fidelity, she showed a fondness for

Comte Xavier de Vandeuvres. He had showered flowers

upon her for the previous fortnight, and had called in the

most assiduous fashion. She listened to him to prove to

him that she was free to do as she pleased. At first she had
no interested motives, and had no idea of money until the

following day, when Vandeuvres assisted her to pay a Vjill

01 which she did not care to speak to Muffat. Vandeuvret
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told her he would make her an allowance of ten thousand
francs per n^onth, which sum would be most acceptable

as pocket-money : for Labordette, who understood things

at a glance, had warned her, that slie would never make
both ends meet with the twelve thousand francs given her
monthly by Muffat. Vandeuvres had just left Lucy
Stewart, and was spending the last of his fortune ; he
had a right to commit a final folly, as he said himself,

with his grand air. His horses and Lucy together had
devoured three estates. Nana would swallow, at a mouth-
ful, all that remained to him—some property near Amiens.
And he seemed eager now to get rid of everything, even
the ruins of an old castle, built by a Vandeuvres under
Philip Augustus, and to think it a fine thing to leave the
last of his gold pieces in the hands of ihisfille who wds the
wonder of Paris. He, too, accepted Nana's conditions

—

entire liberty—visited her only at certain hours and on
certain days, and was not impassioned or naif enough to

demand oaths in return. Mufi^at suspected nothing. As
to Vandeuvres, he, of course, knew the truth, but he never
made the smallest allusion to ?.t, and affected to ignore it

with his faint skeptical smile and lifted eyebrows, as if to

protest against being supposed to ask for the impossible;
he only desired his hour, and that Paris should know it.

Thus was Nana's establishment at last completed, from
the stables to the attic. Zo6 managed everything with a
high hand ; all went on like machinery, as regular as pos-
gible, for the first few months. Madame, however, made
Zo6 at times very uncomfortable by her imprudence and
obstinacy, and by her foolish bravado.

Finally the femme de chambre consoled herself with the
recollection that her profits were greater when her mistress

was most foolish. Then presents began to rain down ; she
fished for gold in the troubled waters.

One morning, while Muffat was still there, and Nana
had gone into her dressing-room, Zo6 opened the door and
Bhowed in a trembling youth.

" Good heavens ! Is it Georges ? " Nana exclaimed.
It was indeed Georges. He rushed toward her and,

clasping her in his arms, kissed her passionately. She
struggled silently, and in great terror whispered;
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"Let me go! He is there! And, Zo6, are you mad"f
Take liim away. Keep him down-stairs and I will como
down."

It was with difficulty that Zee induced the youth to

obey. Finally, when Nana joined them in the dining-
room, she scolded them both. Zo6 indignantly compressed
her lips and retired, saying, sulkily, that she thought she
was giving pleasure to Madame. Georges looked at Nana,
his handsome eyes full of tears of joy at seeing her again.
He said his penance was at last over : his mother had
allowed him to leave Fondettes, supposing that he had
come to his senses ; and he had hurried with all speed to
Paris to find his beloved.
As he spoke he held her hands, eager to see her after

this cruel year of separation; his hands trembled, and he
was excessively agitated. Was it joy, or did he shudder
at her influence over him?
"And you really love me ? " he whispered, aflfecting a

certain childishness.
" You know I love you," answered Nana, a little impa-

tiently,, as she disengaged herself. " But, really, you must
not fall from the clouds in this way, without giving me
some warning. You know I am not always free, and you
must be wiser."

Georges had leaped from his carriage, so carried away
by the hope of seeing her again, that he had not paid the
smallest attention to her surroundings. He now began ta

notice them. He glanced up at the gilded ceiling with its

rich decorations, its Gobelin tapestry, and the gorgeous dis-

play of silver on the side-board.

"Yes," he said, sadly, "yes, I understand."
She then told him that he must never come in the

morning. In the afternoon, from four to six, she would
be glad to see him as often as he chose to appear. These
were her hours for receiving. He looked at her with such
supplication in his eyes, that she kissed his forehead, say-
ing, gently

:

" Be good, and I will do my best."

The truth was, however, that Nana was no longer in

the least interested in him. She thought him a nice little

fellow, and liked to have him Avith her in a spirit of
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cameraderic, but that was all. Nevertheless he seemed so

utterly wretched at times, when he arrived day after day at

four o'clock, tliat yhe allowed him to gather hope—to lin-

ger near her—and iit Inst. he became part of the household,
living there like Bijou, the little dog, both l3-ing at her feet,

both sharing her smiles when she was dull and other-

wise alone.

Madame Hujon speedily learned that this wicked woman
had Georges again within her clutches, and at once hur-

ried to Paris to ask the assistance of her elder son, Captain
Philippe, then stationed at Vincennes, from whom Georges
was carefully concealing himself, for he stood in whole-
some fsar of this elder brother. And as he could not keep
anything to himself, he had a great deal to say to Nana
about this Philippe, who would not hesitate to take any
measures, however severe.

" You understand," he said, " my mother will not come
here, but she can send my brother. I am perfectly sure

she will send him to look for me."
For the first time Nana was really wounded,
"I should like to see him come!" she cried, hotly

" Captain or no captain, Franyois will show him the dooi

about the quickest !

"

The boy, in spite of her indignation, insisted on talking

about this brother, so that, at the expiration of a week, she

knew every particular in regard to this unseen captain.

Bhe knew he was tall and large, that he was gay and even

a little rough, she knew that he had a mole on his left

hand, and a scar on his arm. And one day she cried out

to Georges:

"Why doesn't your brother come? He must be n

coward !

"

The very next morning, when Georges was alone with

Nana, Frangois came up to ask if Madame would receive

Captain P'lilippe Hujon.
Georges turned pale, and murmured

:

" I knew it ; my mother spoke of it this morning."

And he implored Nana to say that she was not at home,

but she rose indignantly, with flashing eyes.
'• Why ? " she exclaimed. " Why should I say I am not

in ? Do you think I am afraid to see him ? Frangoia, feho\*
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this gerxtleman into the salon. He may wait there a good
half-hour, and then you, Georges, shall bring him' to me."
She began to walk up and down the room, witli a bright

color in her cheeks, going from the mantle mirror to

another at the end of the room, a Venetian mirror sus-

pended above a Lombardy cabinet. Eacli time she

glanced at Iierself with a smile, and pulled out tiie light

meshes of her hair, while Georges shuddered at the horrible

scene which he felt to be in preparation.- As she walked
she dropped disconnected phrases.

, ; :

^*It will- do this fellow good to 'wait a little while, and
then, if he thinks he. has called on a common p'erson^ he
will have time to find out his mistake. Examine ever}'-

thing, my good fellow, and perhaps you will learn tp feel

some respect for me. No, I won't send- for him yet.;.; he
has not waited ten minutes." "

Shecoiild not sit still, nor could Georges; he was piti-

ably uneasy. She said he must go out, but he must not

listen at the door, for it would be- awkward if the servants

should see him.
As the boy withdrew he said, in a choked voice

:

" You know, he is m}^ brother.
"

" Don't be troubled," she answered with dignity. " If

he is polite, I shall be the same."
Franyois threw the door open, and Philippe Hujon en-

tered. The young officer wore a civilian's dress. Georges,

at first, had every intention of obeying Nana, going down
to the dining-room, there to await the result of the inter-

view. But the sound of their voices glued his feet to

the floor. He imagined all sorts of catastrophes—-slapped -

faces and indignities which would forerer throw a barrier''

between himself and Nafui. At last he could no longer

refrain from placing his ear at the key-hole, but he heard
very little ; the doors were too thick for that. He caught,

however, an occasional word, uttered b}' Philippe
—"fam-

ily," "honor," " a mere child." In his eagerness to catch

Nana's response, his heart began to beat so quickly that

there was only a confused, buzzing sound in his ears.

Would she call him " a fool, " or would she bid him
hold his tongue ? No, all was silent ; not a sound from

Kana. Then came Philippe's voice, softened to a mur
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mur. Georges was lost in astonishment, when a strange

sound completed his stupefaction. Gould it be that Nana
was sobbing? For a moment he hesitated as to what he
should do. Should he rush in and cry out " Philippe !

" and
tell his brother that he was a coAvard to make a woman cry

in this way ? But at this moment Zoe appeared, and he
hastily went away from the door, ashamed of being caught
listenmg. The femme de chambre calmly began to arrange
the linen in a wardrobe, while the boy stood, with his brow
against the window, looking out with eyes that saw noth-
ing. She asked in a moment or two :

Is that your brother in there with Madame ?
"

"Yes," answered the boy, in a choked voice.
" And you are troubled about it?

"

" Yes," said the youth, in. the same reluctant way.
Zo6 did not urge him. She was slowly counting and

arranging a pile of napkins. Finally she said

:

"All will come right ; Madame will arrange it."

This was all. They said not another word. She did
not leave the room, but continued to busy herself in

one way or another, and pretended not to notice the
intense nervousness of the young man, v/ho was growing
paler and paler with suspense and doubt. His eyea were
riveted on the door. Why did his brother stay so long?
Could Nana be still weeping? When Zo6 at last left the
room, he ran again to the door, gluing his ear to the crack
once more, and he was confounded to catch a laugh and
a gay word, a tender intonation. Then Nana, almost
immediately, went with Philippe to the head of the
Btairs, and there exchanged with him cordial, friendly

words.
When the boy at last ventured to enter the salon, Nana

stood before a mirror, looking at herself intently.

"Well? "he said.
" Well—what ? " she repeated, without turning around.

Then she added, carelessly

:

" What did you mean by what you said ? Your brother
is very nice." -

" Then it is all settled ?
"

"Of course it— Did you suppose w^ were coming to

blows ?
"

19
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Sliill Georges did not understarvd. He gtammered out a

few words: - - -

" But I thought I heard— Were you not crying ?
"

" Crying ! I crying !
" she exclaimed, whirling aboui

and looking at him. "Are you dreaming? Why should
I have cried ?

"

He began to tremble now, for he feared that she would
make a scene because of his disobeying her and listening.

But he escaped with the assistance of a falsehood, pre-

tending that as Zo4 was in the room he ventured to re-

main there.

She turned away pouting, and he said in a coaxing
voice

:

" Then, my brother—"
"Your brother, my child, at once understood who and

what I was. You see I might have been an ordinary j^/^g,

and then his interference would have been advisable,

because of your youth. I understand this, of course.

But at a glance he saw his mistake, and behaved as a

man of the world should do. But now you need not be

troubled. He will tranquillize your mother, and you
will be free."

She continued, with a laugh :

" Besides, you will see yoUr brother here now. I have
invited him, and he will come."

"Ah," repeated the poor little fellow, whitening to his

very lips, " he will come."
He said no more, and there was no further talk of

Philippe. He watched her with sad eyes as she dressed to

go out. He was, of course, glad that things were thus:

easily settled, for he would.have preferred death to separa-

tion. But way down in the depths of his heart, there was
a dull ache, which he did not himself understand, and of

which he spoke to no one.

He never knew how Philippe tranquillized their mother,
who, three days later, went back to Fondettes, apparently
quite at her ease, cautioning Georges to follow Philippb's

advice most closely. That evening, when the youth was,

as usual, with Nana at five o'clock, he started when he saw
his brother enter. But the Captain was gay and cordial,

treating him like a schpolboy who had been guilty of aom«[
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escapade which was not serious in its consequences. Licurgea

was greatly troubled and did not venture to move—color-

ing like a young girl at each word he tried to speak. He
had never been intimate with Philippe, who was his elder
by fifteen years. He felt a bitter sense of indignation in
seeing him so entirely at his ease in Nana's society, laughing
and talking as he pleased, radiant with good health and
good humor. As Philippe, however, fell into a way of
dropping in, regularly, every day that he could escape
from Vincennes, Georges became gradually accustomed to

seeing him.
Nana, at this period of her career, had not a wish un-

gratified.

One afternoon, when Philippe, as well as Georges, was
with her, the Count, setting at defiance the regulations sho
bad prescribed, appeared with a box for a first representr.-

tion which was to take place the next night. But when
Zoe said that Madame had friends with her, he went away,
not caring to come in ; entrusting the coupons to the
femme de chambre. In his blind confidence, he affected

the discretion of a man of gallantry, and an absolute
respect for treaties.

When he returned in the evening, Nana received hini

with the indignant coldness of an insulted woman.
" Monsieur," she said, " I have never given you any

reason to insult me. I am always visible, do you under-
stand; and when I am at home, I beg that you will come
in like the rest of the world."

The Count was dumbfounded.
" But my dear—" he began. ^ -n :

':.

" You did not come in becau^se I had visitors," she an-

swered, interrupting him almost rudely. "And they were
masculine visitors, too. And pray, what did you think I

was doing with these men ? You are deficient in tact, sir,

and I do not care to be affiched in this way !

"

He obtained his pardon, with infinite difficulty. In

reality he was delighted. It was by dint of similar scenes

tliat she kept him submissive and confident. 8he had in-

duced him to show a certain kindness to Georges, saying he
was a mere child and amused her. She wanted him to

meet Philippe, whom he knew elsewhere. The'Captaic
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and the Count dined, one day, at her table, and the lattel

was courteous, and, taking the younger man apart, asked
him for news of his most excellent mother : he carefully

obeyed Nana and never appeared to be under her roof on
any different footing than any other of her guests, Avhich

eiaved him an infinite deal of embarrassment as a husband,
and an official personage on the Tuesdays in the Rue de
Merosmesnil, where he met many of Nana's guests.

From this time, the Hujon brothers, Vandeuvres, and
Muffat met constantly, and shook hands with each other
as friends of the household. It was much more conveni-
ent, too, and that evening, when Nana was crouching on
one of the white bearskins, Muffat spoke most amiably of
these gentlemen, and more especially of Philippe, who waa
all loyalty and honor, he said.

" Yes ; they are very nice
—

" murmured Nana, " very
nice indeed. You see they know just what I am,—that I

am faithful to you. If they should utter one word, I

should show them tlie door."

Meanwhile—amid all this luxury, and surrounded as

Bhe was by her little court—Nana began to be frightfully

bored. In vain did men crowd around her at all hours of

the day ; in vain did she see gold pieces scattered on her
dressing-table and in her drawers, among her combs and
brushes: she was not content. She felt that there was a
blank somewhere—a terrible sense of emptiness. Her life

dragged itself along from morning until evening—dull and
unoccupied ; each week a repetition of the previous one.

She attached no meaning to the word " to-morrow," and was
utterly indifferent to the future ; she lived like a bird, sure

of finding something to eat and ready to sleep on the first

branch that offered itself. The certainty that she would
be fed and cared for, allowed her to lounge through the

entire day in the silence and submission of this conventional

eeclusion—the seclusion of a fille who was respected by
the police. She nearly lost the use of her limbs, for she
never went out except in her carriage. She went back to

the childish pursuits of her youth, kissing Bijou for hourg
R,t a time, killing the days and the niglits as best she could;

submitting with an air of ennui to the visits of her several

friends. She had but one csLVq, and that was the preserva-
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Hon of her beauty ; her baths and her perfumes were hei
one great pleasure. -." .

Nana rose about ten o'clock in the morning. Bijou, the
little Scotch terrier that slept on the foot of tlie bed, awoke
her by licking her face, and the dog and his mistress then
bad a frolic of some ten minutes in duration. Bijou oiten
aroused the jealousy of the Count, who frequently put
the little creature out of the room. Nana on leaving
her bed entered her dressing-room, where she took a
bath. About eleven, Francis came to put up her hair,

although the complicated coiffure for the evemng was not
accomplished until later. At breakfast, as she could not
endure to be alone, she had with, her almost always Mad-
ame Maloir, who, caring little for the elegancies of this

h6tel, resumed all her old habits, dropping in early in the

day with the same marvellous bonnets as of yore. No one
knew whence she came, or where she went when she left

in the evening. The hours of the day Avhich Nana fouml
most difficult to kill, wore the two or three between break,

fast and the toilette. She sometimes played besique with
her old friend, or read Figaro^ whose accounts of the

theatres and stories of crime interested her. She occasion-

ally opened a book, for she piqued herself on her literary

acquirements. She thought of having a library, which she
intended to fill with moral and sentimental romances. Her
toilette occupied her until five o'clock; then she awoke
from her apathy, and Avent out in her carriage or received

at home, from five to six, a crowd of men, who brought
her more or less huge bouquets. She often dined at a

restaurant and retired very late, to rise the next day and
go through with the same routine.

Her great distraction was to go to Batignolles to see her

little Louis at his aunt's. For a fortnight she would forget

him, and then all at once, in a frenzy of maternal affection,

she would hurry to him on foot, carrying with her the gifts

she might have taken to a hospital—tobacco for the aunt,

bx oranges and biscuit for the child ; or she would go there

in her carriage on her way from the Bois, with a rattle of

wheels and a toilette that set the whole street astir. Evei
eince her niece had reached her present height of grandeur^

Ma^me Lerat had affected to hold herself a little alool/
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she almost never went to Nana's h6tel, saying that it waa
'not the place for her ; but she was radiant with triumph
when Nana came, in her conspicuous v.'ay, to call upon her,

wearing dresses that cost some ten thousand francs, and
was happy all the next day in showing the gifts she had
received, and mentioning sums of money which stupefied

all her neighbors. As a general thing, Nana devoted her
Sundays to her family ; and on those days, if MufFat or

any one else invited her anywhere, she declined, with the
smile of a good, simple, little mother.

" No, indeed !
" she said ; "she must dine with her aunt

and her child—she must see her baby !

" Besides, poor
little Louis was always ;11. He was nearly three years old,

but puny and delicate. He had suffered from eczema,
and now his hearing was affected from abscesses in

his ears, and she was afraid the bones of the skull might
be injured. When she saw him so pale, with his soft skin

spotted with yellow, she often became very serious, and
vvith this seriousness was alwa3's a little surprise. What
could be the matter with the poor little thing, when she,

his mother, was in such perfect health ?

In those days when her child did not occupy her, Nana
relapsed into the noisy monotony of her life—drives in the
Bois ; opening nights and first representations ; dinners and
suppers at the Maison d'Or or the Cafe Anglais—at all the
places, in short, where the crowd gathered ; at the Mabille,
the Reviews, and at the Races. As soon as she was alone
she stretched out her arms .with an expression of intense
fatigue. Solitude saddened her at once, for she could not
endure her own emptiness and ennui. She was always
gay, and pretended to be more so than she was in reality,

whenever people were about her ; but between two yawns
she would say to herself:

" Oh, how wearisome these men are !

"

One afternoon as she came back from a concert in her
landau, Nana noticed a woman on the sidewalk of La Rue
Montmartre. Her skirts wbre draggled, her boots ragged,

Bnd her hat ruined by the'weitlier. Ajfl at once she recog-

oized her. . -

" Stop, Charles !

" she cried to the coachman, and thea
leaning from her carriage she called:
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"Satin I Satin'"
The passers-by turned to look. Satin went up to th«

carriage, the muddy wheels of which soiled her skir**

still more.
'•Get in, my dear," said Nana, quietly, indifferent, to i>

observation of the lookers-on.
,

•

;"
'

'

And she took the girl, with all her dirt, info her Taridafe^

placing her upon the light-blue satin cushions, by the sid'-»

of her violet silk and its rich Chantilly trimmings, whil,
the spectators smiled at the shocked expression of th6
coachman.
From this day Nana had an occupation. Satin absorbed

her. The girl remained under her roof for three days, and
told her benefactress all about Saint Lazare and her trou-

bles with the sisters, and with those beasti}' policemen,
who had put her en carte. Nana consoled her and swore
she should not be compelled to endure such things again;
that she would see to it herself, and even interview the
Ministers if it were necessary. But there was no hurry
about it, no one would come there for her, that was quite

certain. And the two women caressed and kissed each
other. But, on the morning of the fourth day, Satin dis-

appeared. No one had seen her go; but she had fled,

nevertheless, wearing her new dress, and apparently home-
Bick for her old quarters again.

On this day there was such a tempest in the hotel that

all the servants bent their heads before the blast and dared
not say one word. Nana was angry with Frangois because
he had not been at his post, and had failed to notice Satin's

departure. She tried to contain herself, however, and spoke
of Satin as a little wretch, said she might have known
what the result would be when she picked up such a crea-

ture in the street. In the afternoon, when Madame was in

her chamber, with the door locked, Zoe heard her sobbing.

Suddenly, at night-fall, although she had people to dinner

—Georges, Philippe, Vandeuvres, and others—she ordered

her carriage to be brought around. These gentlemen could
eat their dinner without her, she said. Her child was ill

and she was going at once to her aunt's.

She ordered her coachman to drive to Laure's. She had
taken it into her head that she would find Satin at tha
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table d'h6te of La Rue des Martyrs. She did not want to

take her away, but she fully intended to slap the girl'a

face.

She found Satin dining at a small table with Madame
Robert; when she beheld Nana she began to laugh. Nana
struck to the heart at this, made no scene, but was, on the
contrary, quite amiable and gentle. She paid for oham-
pagne enough to intoxicate the women at five or six

tables, and when Madame Robert's back was turned, car-

ried off Satin. In the carriage she bit her between her
kisses, and swore she would kill her if she ran ;iway again.

Twenty times after this did Nana go in pursuit of this

creature, who escaped whenever she could from the order
and comfort of the h6tel. Nana was quite tragic in her
fury as a deceived woman. She vowed she would slap

Madame Robert's face; one day she even went so far as to

declare she would challenge that person and fight a duel,

as there was one too many in this world. Whenever she
went to Laure's now, she wore all her diamonds, and often

took with her Louise Violaine, ^laria Blond, or Tatan N6n6,
all • equally resplendent, and in the greasy atmosphere of
these rooms, these women displa3'ed their luxury merely
to dazzle the jUles of the Quartier, who could not eat their

dinners, so great was their envy. On these days Laure was
more unctuous and suave than ever, and kissed everybody
most maternally.

Satin all this time was calm and serene, her clear blue
eyes and fair oval face looking quite demure. She stood
between these two women, beaten by one, bitten by the
other, and only said that it was really very odd, she could
not see why they quarrelled. She wished she could make
two of herself, but it was impossible. It was Nana who
finally carried her away, overwhelming lier with tender
words and gifts. In revenge Madame Robert wrote vile,

anonymous letters to the friends of her rival.

Comte Mnffat had looked anxious and careworn for some
time. One morning, in great agitation, no longer able to

restrain the expression of a doubt that haunted him, he
laid before Nana an anonymous letter, which accused her,

in plain, unvarnished terms, of deceiving the Count for

Vandeuvres and the two Hiyons.
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" It is false 4 It is false
!

" she cried, energetically, and
in a tone of great sincerity.

" You swear it ? " asked Muffat, already relieved.
" Yes, i swear it on anything you please-; oh-my child's

head if you say so." :.-:..;.;::.
But the letter was a long one. When Nana had coh-

cluded its perusal, she smiled.
"I know whence this comes," she said quietly. .-'1

And when Muffat asked her several questions, hoping
for a denial, she continued, quite undisturbed

:

" But what is it to you, my friend, if I have Satin here?
As to Vandeuvres and the Hujons, it is a vastly different

matter. You would have a right to complain if these accu-
sations in regard to them were true. Then you might be
tempted to strangle me."
The scene continued. MuiFat was indignant, and Nana

cut him short by saying rudely:
" If my conduct does not suit you, all you have to

do is to leave me, the doors stand wide open enough.
You must take me as I am, that is all that can be said

about it."

Muffat bowed his head. This was his first dastardly
act. In the bottom of his heart he was only too thankful
to hear this woman swear that she was true to him. From
this day Nana took no further trouble to manage him. She
had tested her power, and found that she could do much
as she pleased. She installed Satia openly in the house.
Vandeuvres had no need of anonymous letters to tell him
the truth. He tried to awaken Nana's jealousy of Satin,

and found infinite amusement in doing so, while Philippe
and Georges treated her as a comrade, making little jokea
that were naturally quite amicable.
Nana had an adventure one evening, when Satin having

deserted her, she went to dine alone in La Rue des Mar-
ftyrs. As she sat in solitary state, Daguenet appeared.
Although he was now range, he often came there, hoping
that he would not be met by any one who would repeat

the fact. As soon as he saw Nana he shrugged his shoul-

ders in dismay ; but he was not the man to beat a retreat.

Advancing with a smile, he asked if Madame would
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permit him to dine at her table. Nana drew herself up and
answered, coldly

:

"You can sit where you choose, sir; we are in a pub-
lic place."

The conversation was naturally a little constrained after

this beginning ; butwhen dessertwas brought on, Nana, eager
to triumph, leaned forward, with her elbows on the table.

" Well !
" she said, with some disdain in her voice ; " what

progress is your marriage making? "

Daguenet was compelled to answer that, for the present,
his matrimonial projects were at a stand-still ; the truth was
that when about to lay his demand before the Mufiats, the
Count's manner became so icy that he had prudently
abstained.

Nana fixed her clear eyes upon him, her chin resting on
her hand and an ironical smile upon her lips.

"Ah! I am an adventuress, am I?" she began, slowly;
" and it was necessary to tear the future father-in-law from
my claws? I must sav that, for a fellow who has seen
anything of the world, you are astonishingly stupid ! The
idea of talking in that way to a man who adores me, and
who told me every word you said ! Listen, my dear : you
could marry to-morrow, if I wished it."

He began to realize this and, while sitting at this table,

evolved in his mind a dim project of submission. There
might be time yet for him to repair his folly. He did not
allow her to see this,* but treated the whole thing as a jest.

As he drew on his gloves he asked Nana, in the most
ceremonious terms, for the hand of Mademoiselle Estelle

de B^ville. Nana laughed, greatly pleased, and told him
that it was impossible to keep angry long with him.
The great success that Daguenet Kad gained with
women was due greatly to the quality of his voice—

a

voice whose purit}' and sweetness had won for him
among the filles the title of Bouche de Velours. He was
well aware of this power, and lulled Nana's wrath to
rest by a flood of musical words ; and when they at last

left the table she was smiling and happy. At the door
«he dismissed her caiTiage, and walked to Daguenet's rooms
as naturally as possible. Two hours later she said :

" Then you are really thinking of this marriage ?
"
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" Yes," he answered, '* unless I can do better. You know
niv monev is all gone."
She called him to hand her her hat, and after a brief

•silence she added:
" She is only a sack of bones 1 but still, if it is a good

speculation, I am ready to help you ; for I was always, as
you know, a most obliging person."
He came up to her and pressed her hand as a token of

his gratitude. She laughed gayly.
" But wliat will you give me for my commission? Ah I

I know
; you will make me a present of your kind regards,

and will come to me for advice whenever you get into
trouble at home."
He laughingly agreed, and tlie two seemed to think this

bargain an excellent joke. Daguenet did not place her in

a fiacre to return home for another liour. The next day
he dined with her; the usual Thursday guests—Vandeu-
vres, Mufifat, the Hujons and Satin. The Count arrived
early ; he was in need of twenty-four thousand francs to

relieve Nana from two or three creditors, and to give her a
set of sapphires for which she was dying. As his property
was already sadly embarrassed, he wanted to borrow the
money, not daring to sell any more of his land. Following
Nana's advice, he had addressed himself to Labordette

;

but he was not disposed to undertake the matter, and had
sent him to Fran9ois, Avho often obliged his customers in

a similar way. If the Count accepted the intervention of

these gentlemen, it was agreed that his name should not
appear in the transaction, they promising, after procuring
the money for him, not to put in circulation the note for

one hundred thousand francs which he sliould sign ; and
they told him that the miserable usurers would swallow
up twenty thousand francs.

When Muffat was announced, Frangois was at that

moment finishing Nana's hair. Laboi;dette was also in

the dTessing-room, admitted on the footing of a confiden-

tial fnend. When he sdw the Count, he^ discreetly laid a
large 'bundle of bank-notes on the cornerof the cover of
the bath-tub, and the note was signed on the toilette-table.

N'-na begged Labordette to stay and dine, but he re-

fuse . There was a rich stranger, he said, to whom he
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iras snowing the sights of Paris. Muffat drew him aside
and begged him to run to Becker's, the jeweller's, and ta

bring buck the set of sapphires with which he wished to

.
surprise Nana that same evening. Labordette willingly ac-

cepted the commission, and in less than half-an-hour h«
handed the case to the Count, with much mystery.
Nana was nervous that day at dinner. The sight of all

that money had disturbed her. To think that eighty thou^
•and francs must slip through her fingers into the hands
of these greedy trades-people ! It was simply disgusting.

She celebrated the pleasures of poverty from the time
the soup was placed on the table. The men were in full

dress. She herself wore a robe of white embroidered satin,

while Satin was more simply dressed in black silk; on her
neck glittered a gold heart, the gift of her kind friend. And
behind the guests stood Julien and Fran9ois, assisted by
Zoe, all three very dignified in their deportment.

" I am quite sure that life was far more amusing to me,"
said Nana, " when I had not a sou in the Avorld."

She had placed Muffat at her right and Vandeuvres at

her left, but she took no notice of them. She had eyes
only for Satin, who sat opposite, between Philippe and
Georges.

" Did not we have good times together then, my dear?
And how heartily we two laughed at Mother Josse's school,

in La Rue Polon9eau !

"

The two women abandoned themselves to their souve-
nirs. They occasionally felt this temptation, and enjoyed
rolling in the mud of their youth; and it was always in

the presence of men—their intimates—^that they insisted

on recalling the locality which had given them birth.

These gentlemen looked pale and uncomfortable.
Piiilippe and Georges tried to laugh, while Vandeuvres
gnawed his moustache nervously, and Muffat grew very
grave.

"Do you remember Victor?" cried Nana. "He was a
wicked boy, and liked nothing so much as to frighten

everybody with his capers."
" 6b, yes, I remember," answered Satin, • " I remembef

tnat great court-yard belonging to your house. There wa»
a ooncierge who always had a broom in her hand—

"
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" Mother Boche, you mean. She is dead."

"And I can see your shop now. Your mother was
enormously stout. One evening when I was playing with
you, your father came in tipsy—

"

Vandeuvres here attempted a diversion. He inter-

rupted these agreeable souvenirs.
" Pray tell me where these truffles came from," he said.

*" They are really exquisite. I ate some yesterday at the

Due de Corbreuses, which were not to be compared with

these."

"Julien, what are you thinking about?" said Nana,
crossly, turning toward her servant. " Why don't you
pass the truffles ?

"

She then continued

:

"As to papa, he was never reasonable. He was always
more or less drunk, and at the last the veriest rag-pickei

was better clothed, lodged and fed than we were."

This time Muflfat, who was playing with his knife and
fork, permitted himself to interfere

:

*' What you are telling us is not enlivening."

"Not enlivening?" she repeated, quelling him with a

look. " I should say not, indeed. We were at starvation's

door. I am a truthful woman, and I tell things as they

are. Mamma was a laundress ; my father was a drunkard,

and died of it. If that does not suit you ; if you are

ashamed of my family—

"

Here they interrupted her with protestations. What
did she mean ? They had the highest respect for her fam-
ily. But she continued

:

»

" If you are ashamed of them, I say, )'0U can leave me,
because I am not one of those women v/ho deny either

father or mother. You must respect them with me, yon
understand."
They took papa and mamma, all the Past—whatever she

wished, in short. With their eyes cast down, the four men
listened in silence, while she trampled them down with
her slip-shod shoes, reeking with the mud of La Rue de

La Goutte d'Or* She concluded by saying that she would
never again be as much amused as in those days. It was
very nice to have a fortune and live in a palace, but t^he

should always regret the day when she munched apples
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After all, money was a silly thing, and only intended foi

trades-people. And her excitement ended by an assertion

that she preferred a simple life and to be indulgent and
charitable to her neighbors.

At this moment she caught a glimpse of Julien standing
idle.

" Well I
" she exclaimed, " wh)-^ don't you pour out the

champagne? Why do you stand staring at me in that
way?"
During this scene the servants had not once smiled.

They did not seem to hear. Their dignity, in fact, in-

creased as their mistress lost hers.

Julien composedly began to fill the glasses with cham-
pagne.

Unfortunatel}', Francois, in lifting the compotier, tipped
it too much, and the pears, grapes and apples rolled upon
the floor.

"Stupid creature!" cried Nana.
Fran9ois attempted to explain by saying that Zo6 had

shaken them when she took out the oranges.

, " Then Zoe is a fool," said Nana.
"But, Madame—" murmured the femme de chambre^

deeply wounded.
Suddenly Madame half rose, and with a gesture of regal

authority waved her hand

:

" Enough ! Leave the room, all of you ! We do not
require your services

—

"

After this she was much calmer, and became quite ami-
able, and even gentle. The dessert was charming, and the

gentlemen waited upon themselves. Count Muffat was
very serious still, however, and preserved his official

gravity. But Satin, who had peeled a pear, had gone
round behind Nana to eat it, leaning on her shoulder and
whispering things in her ear at which they both laughed
immoderately. When the girl held the last bit of the
pear she insisted on Nana taking half from between her
teeth ; and playing in this way they forgot where they
were, and ended in kissing each other.

This elicited a vehement protest from the gentlemen.
Philippe cried out to them that this w^as too much. Vaii«



NANA

.

31T

deuvres asked if he should retire, and Georges came and
took Satin by the arm and led her back to her seat.

" How silly you all are !

" said Nana, coloring deeply,

''Just see how you have made the poor child blush. You
need not mind them, my dear. It is our own affair."

And, turning toward Muffat, Avhose gravity was un-

•Dated, she said

:

" Is not that so, ray friend?"
" Yes, certainly," he murmured, with a slow motion of

iiis head.
He did not offer a protest, while, amid all these men,

bearing some of the best names of France, these two
women exchanged a look of tenderness, and contempt for

mankind.
They went up-stairs to the small salon for their coffee.

Two lamps shed a soft light upon the rose-colored hang-
ings, and on the lacquer and old gold, the bronzes, and
the faience. The fire was dying on the hearth, but the

room was excessively warm, shut in as it was by curtains

and portieres. Scattered about were evidences of Nana'a
constant life there: a handkerchief on the sofa, an open,
book, gloves thrown carelessly on the table. The odor of

violets was almost oppressive, and the luxurious sofas and
chairs invited the guests to drop off in brief naps in the

shelter of some dark corner.

Satin took her seat on a sofa by the fire, and lighted hel

cigarette. But Vandeuvres began his habitual system of

teazing,—declared he was so jealous that he should sent!

his secona to wait upon her. Philippe and Georges joined

him in his attack upon the girl, who finally cried out

:

" Ch^rie ! call them away, will you ? They are insup-

portable !

"

" Please let her alone," said Nana, seriously. " I do not

choose^ that she shall be tormented—you know that per-

fectly well. And as for you, my child, why don't you
leave them if they persist in their annoyances?"

Satin, with heightened color, went off into the dressing-

room, the door of which stood open—the marbles catching

the light from the gas above, that came softly through

ground glass globes.

Then, Nana sat and conversed with the four men, s
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hostess charming and full of tact. She had read that day
a novel which was making a great sensation—the history

ot a.fille. She was indignant at the book, wliich purported

to be drawn from nature. A book, in her opinion, should

be written in order that its readers should pass an agree-

able hour. In the matter of romances and dramas Nana
had most decided opinions. She wanted them tender and
elevated. She wished them to awaken better thoughts and
noble aspirations. Then the conversation turned on the

condition of Paris at that precise moment, and touched on
the incendiary articles then appearing in the papers, and
upon the disturbed condition of Paris, where, each night, at

the public meetings, constant threats of an appeal to arma
were made. What did these mean wretches want? Why
could they not be happy ? Had not the Emperor done
everything for the people ? A nice set they were ; she knew
them well and could speak with authority, and—forgetting

the respect with which she had just before insisted that

her family should be treated—she spoke of them now and
of the little world in La Rue de la Goutte d'Or, with great

disgust and contempt. That same afternoon she had read

in the Figaro the account of a public meeting at which she

laughed still, because of the argot with which it was pep-

pered, and of a drunken man who was expelled,
" I loathe these tipsy creatures," she said, with an air of

repugnance. "CanH. you see that a Republic in France
would be a misfortune for the whole world? Ah ! may God
preserve our Emperor to us as long as possible!

"

"God will grant your prayer, my dear," answered Muffat,

gravely. " But you need be under no concern—the Em -

peror's throne is solid."

The Count liked to hear her utter these excellent

sentiments, and always encouraged her in her Imperialist

religion.

Vandeuvres and Captain Hujon indulged in many pleas-

antries against " the voyons," as they styled the brawlers

who fled from the camp as soon as they perceived a bay-

onet. Georges that evening, however, was pale and silent.

'-'What has gone wrong, simpleton?" asked Nana, ai

last, noticing his discomfort.

"Nothing," he murmured. " I am only listening."
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Bi:t he was evidently suffering. When they left the

taole be had seen Philippe take Nana's two hands in his;

and now, it was still Philippe who was near her. His heart

was sore, but he did not know precisely why. Of course

there was nothing between Nana and Philippe—it was
impossible—the world would have crumbled under their

feet in that case ; he was ashamed of the thoughts that

came to hira whenever he saw them together. He knew
what Nana was; he knew her past relations with Steiner,

with Muffat and all tne others, but he turned sick at tke
thought that Philippe might ever admire her.

*' Here ! take Bijou," she said, to console him, handing
over to him the little dog asleep in her lap.

And Georges began to revive at Uie touch of this animal
•tUl drowsy and sluggish.

The conversation then turned upon a considerable loss

which Vandeuvres had suffered the evening before at the
Cercie Imperial. Muffat never played, and was much
astonished. But Vandeuvres smiled, and said that the
kind of death mattered little, the only thing was to die

well. He insisted on speaking of his ruin, of which all

the world had begun to talk. Nana had seen for some
lime that he was nervous, with new lines at the corners

of his'mouth, and a strange, uncertain gleam in his eyes.

He was still elegant, however, and preserved his aristo-

cratic hauteur, and it was only occasionally that he showed
any disturbance or anxiety. One night he said to Nana
that he would go to his stables and set fire to them when
everything else had gone, and his horses and himself
should perish in the flames. His only hope now was in his

horse Lusignan, which he had in training for the Prix de
Paris. Having devoured his last farm and his last forest,

he pinned all his faith on this horse, and promised Nana
a large s im of money in June if Lusignan won.

" Psha nr
! " she replied, laughingly, *' what will you do

if he los' s the race? "

He CO itented himself with giving her his faint, mysteri-

ous smil-j; then he said, carelessly:
" By the way, I took the liberty of giving your name to

rny outsider, a colt, 'Nana;* that sounds well, I think.

You are not angry, I trust?"

20
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"Angry; and why?" she answered, in rfeality greatly

pleased.

Nana and her guests continued to chat, and spoke of

the approachmg execution, to which the hostess wished
to go. At this moment Satin appeared at the door of the

dressing-room and called her to come in the most beseech-

ing tones. Nana rose at once, leaving the gentlemen,
luxuriously ensconced in their arm-chairs, finishing their

cigars and discussing a grave question of criminality—the

amount of responsibility attached to a murderer who was
an habitual drunkard. In the dressing-room she found
Zo^ tumbled on to a chair, weeping hot tears, while Satin

vainly attempted to console her.

"What on earth is the matter?" asked Nana, in great

surprise.

"Oh I ch^rie, speak to her," said Satin. " For twenty
minutes I have been trying to make her hear reason. She
is crying because you called her names at dinner."

" Yes, Madame—it is too hard—too hard !

" sobbed the

femme de chambre, going off in a new series of strangling

sobs.

This spectacle quite touched Nana. She spoke kindly

to Zo6, who paid no heed to her words; and then leaning

over her, took her by the hand with affectionate famili-

arity.

"But, simpleton; I didn't mean it. I was angry, and 1

was in the wrong. So, please, think no more about it!"

"And, to think how I have loved Madame!" stammered
Zoe. "After all I have done for Madame !

"

Nana kissed Zo6. Then, desirous of showing her

that she was not angry, she made her a present of a dresf«

that she had worn only three times. Their quarrels always
terminated in this way, and Zoe wiped her ej'es with her

handkerchief, and, taking the dress over her arm, she said

that it was still very sad in the kitchen ; that Julien and
Francois had not been able to eat a mouthful since their

feelings had been so hurt by Madame. And Nana sent

them down a louis as an evidence of reconciliation.

She did not like to see people suffer—it pained her too

deeply.

But, as Nana was about to return to the salon, delightxf
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to have arranged this afifair so successfully, Satin put hei
arm around her and began to talk earnestly. She declared
that she would go away if these men were allowed to teasu

her in this way, and insisted that they should all be sent

away at once : it would give them a lesson, and they two
would be so happy alone together.

Nana was in despair, and told her this could not be.

Then the girl went on hke a spoiled child, with her "shalls "

and "wills."
" You shall send them away now—this very moment !

"

jshe declared, stamping her foot. '' If you don't, I shall go
myself."
And she went back to the salon, where she extended her-

self upon a Bofa, a little apart, near the window, and
lying there silent and as if dead, fixed her great eyes on
Nana, and waited.

These gentlemen gave their conclusions adverse to the
new criminal theories; with this beautiful invention of
irresponsibility in certain pathological cases, there are no
more criminals—there are only sick men. Nana nodded
approval; all the time wondering how she was to get rid

of the Count. The others were now going, but he showed
no intention of moving.
When Philippe rose to retire, Georges decided to follow;

he was never willing to go and leave his brother behind
him. Vandeuvres remained a little longer : he lingered to

ascertain if, perchance, Muffat would not leave the field to

him ; but, seeing there was no indication of this on the
part of the Count, he, like a man of tact, took his depart-
ure. But as he reached the door he perceived Satin with
her fixed gaze. He understood the position at once,

and was quite amused. He went up to her to shake
hands.
"We are angry, are we?" he said, pleasantly. "For-

give me."
Satin did not condescend to reply, nor did she turn her

eves from Nana and tiie Count. He had taken a seat by
Nana's side, and was conversing with her. S'.ie waji

uneasy, and asked if his daughter Estelle were any better.

The previous evening, the Count had said that the giii
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was sad, that his home was wretched ; his wife was nevet
there, and his daughter never spoke to him.
Nana was always ready with excellent advice, and when

MuftJat began again the recital of his grievances, she said,

remembering the promise she had made

:

" What if you should marry her ?
"

And then went on to speak of Daguenet. He, at this

name, drew himself up haughtily

:

" Never, after what she had told him !

"

She raised her eyebrows in pretended astonishment.
" Jealous !

" she exclaimed. " Can it be possible ? I was
furious with him because he had said evil things of me,
but now I should be in despair."

Just then she caught Satin's eyes over Muffat's shoulder.
End averting her glance quickly, continued gravely

:

"This marriage ought to take place, my friend. I do
not wish to be a hindrance to your daughter's happiness.
You will never find a better husband for her than this

young man."
And then she launched forth into an extraordinary and

extravagant eulogy on Daguenet.
The Count held her hands in his, but gave no decided

answer. He would see. They would talk about it another
time.

She complained of not feeling well, but the Count would
not take the hint. She met Satin's eyes, which were in-

flexible, and told him bluntly that he must go. He, much
hurt, rose and looked for his hat. Just as he was going
out he remembered the case of sapphires. He had in-

tended to surprise her when they were alone ; but now, in

his indignation at being dismissed in this summary way,
he lost all interest in it and handed the case to her without
a word.

" What is this?" she said. "Ah ! sapphires. How kind
you are. But do you really think, cheri, that they are the
Bame? In the show case at the jeweller's they were much
more effective."

These were her sole thanks, as she allowed him to de-

part. He glanced at Satin, who was watching him with
farnest eyes, looked from her to Nana and turned away.
The door of the vestibule had not f&idy .dosed nposi
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him, when Satin snatched Nana by the arm, and began
to sing and dance. Then, running to the window, sha

cried:
"Come! let us see how he looks on the sidewalk."

In the shadow of the curtain the two women leaned
over the iron railing. The clock struck one. Before them,
with its two lines of gas-lights, lonely and forsaken on thia

damp March night, lay the Avenue des Villiers, swept by
occasional blasts of wind laden with rain. A row of houses,

in process of building, with their scaffolding still up, stood

opposite. And they laughed as they saw MufFat's round
shoulders and umbrella reflected in the shining pools un-

der the gas-light.

But Nana bade Satin hush.
" Take care," she said ;

" there come the police."

They stifled their laughter and watched with a dull fear

two dark figures that strode with measured steps down the

other side of the Avenue.
Nana, amid all her luxury, had preserved a fear of the

police, not liking to hear them spoken of any more than
she liked to hear Death alluded to, and felt deadly sick

whenever a policeman looked up at her windows as he
passed. One never knew what these men might do ! They
might see fit to take them for filles if they should be heard
laughing at that hour of the night. Satin pressed close to

Nana, and shivered with terror. They still lingered at the

window however, interested in watching the gradual ap-

proach of a lantern which came up from the side of La-
vallois. It was an old chiflbni^re examining the gutters.

Satin recognized her.
" Look," she said, " that is La Reine Pomare with her

osier cashmere on her back—" And while a blast of wind
deluged their faces with rain she related to her ch6rie the

story of La Reine Pomare. She had been a most superb
creature, whose beauty was the talk of Paris. All the men
were at her feet, and great personages besieged her stair-

case. And now she drank. The women of the Quartier
amused themselves by giving her absinthe. Then, when
the had taken too much, the boys stoned her. Hers \fa4

e dowufall, indeed.
Nana listened, chilled and miserable.
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" You shall see her face," said Satin.

She whistled like a man. The chifToni^re, who was then
nnder the window, looked iip quickly, her face clearl)"^ seen

by the yellow light of her lantern. Under a ragged silk

handkerchief, Nana beheld a wrinkled, seamed face, swollen

and distorted, blood-shot eyes, and a mouth fallen in. And
Nana, before this frightful old age,—that of afille fallen into

liiud and drink,-^suddenly remembered the vision at Cha-
mont—Irma d'Anglais, who, crowned by years and honors,

she had seen going up the steps of her chateau, in the pres-

ence of her obsequious peasantry. Then as Satin whistled

again and laughed at the old woman, who could not see

tiiem. Nana said, in a changed voice:
" Hush ! hush ! The police ! Come in and shut the

window."
The measured tread was returning and rapidly drawing

nearer. They closed the window, and turning round,

Nana, with her hair all wet with rain, and shivering,

stood transfixed, gazing at her salon, which was for the

moment as a new place to her. The atmosphere was so

warm and so perfumed that she felt a happy surprise.

The piled-up wealth of ornaments—the bronzes and the

faience—astonished her; the luxurious silence of the sleep-

ing h6tel—the stateliness of the grand sabns de reception;

the spacious staircase—filled her with amazement. It was
like a sudden outspreading of herself—a tangible exhibi-

tion of her passion for domination and pleasure, and of

her desire to have everything, only to destroy everything.

Never before had she so fully realized the power of hef

lex.
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CHAPTER XVI.

THE RACES.

0?? a certain Sunday, under a stormy sky in June, the
Grand Prix de Paris was contested in the Bois de

Boulogne. The sun rose in a red mist; but about eleven
o'clock, just as the carriages were driring up to the Hip-
podrome at Longchamps, a south wind suddenly swept
away the clouds. The gray masses were torn, so to speak,

into narrow strips, through which the blue sky appeared;
and in the brief sunshine which came between two show-
ers, the lawn was gradually crowded with equipages—with
gentlemen on horseback and their grooms. The track was
ttill empty, as well as the judges' stand, near which was
the starting-post. Opposite, near the scales, were the five

eymraetrical tribunes, with their galleries of wood and
brick. Bej'ond lay the wide plain,—now flooded with the

noon-day sun,—fringed with trees, shut in on the west by
the wooded hills of Saint Cloud and Suresnes, and over-

looked by the severe profile of Mont Valerien.

Nana, as much in earnest as if the Grand Prix were to

decide her fortune, wished to get as near the starting-post

as possible. She had come earlj'—one of the first on the

ground—in her landau with silver trimmings, harnessed,

^ la Daumont, to four magnificent white horses, a present

from the Comte Mufifjit. When she appeared at the en-

trance of the grounds, with two postilions galloping at the

heads of her horses, and two footmen motionless behind
her carriage, there was as much excitement in the crowd
as if a queen had passed by. She wore the colors of the

Vandeuvres' stud—blue and white. H^ toilette was v^fvJ^

extraordinary ; the tight-fitting waist an& Xxio v-tiix., tfcvn

of blue silk, the latter setting out at the back in an enor-

mous puff. The skirt was white satin, as were the sleeves,

and all trimmed with silver lace that glittered in the sun-

Bhine. She wore, moreover, as close an imitation of a

Jockey cap as pos8ible,-:-a sort of toque, white also, with
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a long, white plume drooping over her chignon and ^Bingled

with her hair, that fell in a reddi&h coil,like a ropc^ dovjx
her back.

Half-past eleven struck—there were still four hours to

wait for the Grand Prix. When the landau drew up, Nana
extended herself in one comer as if she were at home. She
had taken it into her head to bring with her that day Bi|ou
end Louis. The dog lay upon nor lap, shivering with
cold, in spite of the heat of the dayj while the child,

dressed like a little Prince, ehowed his pale face among
her laces.

Nana talked very loudly, indifferent as to who were her
neighbors. Georges and Philippe were seated opposite

her, among a mass of bouquets, white roses, and blue
myosotis.

" Yes," she continued, " he wearied me to death, and I
ghowed him the door. He has sulked for two days."
She wag talking of Muffat—only she did not tell the

voung men the true cause of their quarrel. One evening
he had found in her chambeir a man s hat : instead of re-

proaching her he fell on his knees with his arms raised to
heaven in despair,

"You don't know how queer he is," she continued,
amusing herself with their astonishment. " Do you know
that he says his prayers every night j he thinks I don't

see him and don't know it, but I do. He crosses himself
and then—

"

" Kisses you, I suppose I " said Philippe, who was some*
what lacking in respect.

" Precisely," answered Nana, with a laugh ;
" and the

worst of it all is, that this sort of thing is growing upon
him. I have always believed in Religion—yes, you may
laugh, but it is so. He goes too far, though; he talka

about Remorse, and then sobs. Now, day before yesterday,

after our quarrel, he had a dreadful attack, and—

"

She interrupted herself to exclaim : ,r '

y,^

"Look! There come the Mignons, and they have
brought the children. Heavens ! how they look I

"

THe MignoriS wetein a Tandau of the severest simplicity

—displaying only the comfortable luxury of the we^It^
botirgeois. Rjc»», in a drees Of gray si« triramed wilb
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knots of scarlet ribbons, was smiling aTtSF'mil^^'iifwi^
riessing the enjoyment of Henri and Charles, on the front

seat. But when the landau drew up and Rose saw Nana,
triumphant among her bouquets, with her four horses and
servants in livery, she compressed her lips and turned
away her head. Mignon, on the contrary, kissed his hand^
to her gayly. He, on principle, always kept out of women

V

quarrels.
*' By the way," resumed Nana, "do any of you know'.a:

little old man, exquisitely clean and careful in his dress,;

with bad teeth ? A Monsieur V^not He came to see me
this morning."

" Monsieur Venot !

" said Georges, in astonishment. " It

is impossible ; he is a Jesuit."
" Precisely ; I found that out at once. Oh ! you have

no idea of tne conversation. He was the strangest creature

!

He talked to me of the Count, of his home being all broken
up, and gave me to understand that I could restore happi-
ness to that family. He was excessively polite, and smiled
all the time. I told him that I desired nothing better, and-
that if I ever saw the Count again, I would do my best to

manage a reconciliation between him and his wife. You
know, too, that I was not telling a story. I Really should
be enchanted if those two were on the best of terms. It

would relieve me, too, for there are days when, I declare to

you, that I think he will kill me !

"

She regretted this avowal when she heard the hearty
laugh with which it was greeted by Georges and Philippe,

but all the condensed weariness of the last few months
had escaped her in those words, which came from the very
bottom of her heart. In addition to everything else, the
Count now appeared to be greatly troubled in regard to

money matters. Ke was especially concerned in regard to

the note he had given to Labordette, which he saw no pros-

pect of paying.
" Look !

" said Georges, who had been ga2ing about, " the
Countess is over there

!

"

"Where?" cried Nana. "What eyeg;. the Ichild has!
Hold my umbrella, PhUi^pe."
ButOeorges quickly anticipated his brotherVmoveiiiente^
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:md gladly took the blue umbrella with its silver fringek

Nana lifted an enormous opera-glass to her eyes.

"Ah ! yes, I see her," she said, finally. " In the tribune
at the right, leaning against a pillar. She is in violet and
her daughter by her side is in white. And there is Dag-
uenet just speaking to her."

Then Philippe began to tell her of the approaching mar-
riage of Daguenet to little Estelle.

It was a settled matter now, the banns were published.
The Countess had at first resisted, but the Count, they
Baid, was quite determined. Nana smiled.

" I know, I know !
" she murmured ;

" and I am glad of

it, for Paul is a good fellow."

Then leaning toward little Louis, she said :

"Are you enjoying yourself? You look very serious."

The child was looking about without a smile; his face

had the sad expression of an old man moralizing on the
folly of all he saw. Bijou, disturbed by the incessant
movements of Is ana, left her lap and crept close to the
child. Meanwhile the grounds were filling rapidly. A
compact crowd of carriages were continually coming in
by La Porte de La Cascade. There were omnibuses run-
ning from the Boulevard des Italiens, each of their fifty seats

taken; these drew up at the right of the tribunes. Then
came victorias of the most correct style, mingled with rat-

tling old fiacres, four-in-hands, and mail-coaches driven by
their owners on the high boxes, the servants inside guarding
baskets of champagne. There were araignees with their

immense steel-mounted wheels, tandems as delicate as a
piece of clock-work, drawn by two horses and decorated
with bells. Occasionally an equestrian galloped past, and
a crowd of frightened foot-passengers rushed between the
equipages. On reaching the turf the rattle and din stopped
suddenly, ending in a dull, rustling sound, and only the
general uproar on the ground was heard : shouts and cries

and snapping of whips. And when the sun, enaerging
from the clouds, gleamed upon the highly varnished panels
of the carriages,on the harnesses, and light toilettes of the
ladies, the scene was indeed a brilliant one, which the
coachmen on their high seats seemed to enjoy.

Labordetfce was seen getting out of a carriage itt which
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Bat Gaga, Clarisse and Blanche de S6vry. As he hurried
across the track Nana bade Georges call him, and when he
came to her, in obedience to these summons, she said

:

"And how much am I to-day?"
She was speaking of the colt—the "Nana," who, at the

age of two, had been ignominiously beaten in running for

the "iVt'a; de Cars,'''' which was won by Lusignan, the other
horse of the Vandeuvres' stud. All at once Lusignan had
become a favorite, and since the previous evening he was
taken two for one.

" Just fifty," answered Labordette.
" Mercy ! that is too much !

" cried Nana, who was infi-

nitely amused at this joke. " Then I shall not meddle
with myself, not a louis will I bet on Nana."

Labordette was eager to hurry away, but she recalled

him. She wanted some advice. lie was familiar with the
world ofjockeys and trainers, and his prophecies had been
correct more than twenty times.

"Tell me," said Nana, " which horses ought I to put my
money on ? How are the English ?

"

" Spirit at three. Valerio II. also at three. Then all the
others : Cosmus at twenty-five, Hasard at fifty-five, Bourn
at thirty, Pichinette at forty, Frangipane at ten."

" No, I will not bet on them, I am too patriotic. I don't

know though, perhaps Valerio II. might do—the Due de
Corbreuse looked pretty radiant just how. No, I will not
touch anything except Lusignan. Shall I put fifty louis

there?"
Labordette looked at her with a strange expression.

She leaned toward him and asked several questions, in a

low voice, for she knew that Vandeuvres allowed him to

make up his book for him. If he had learned anything,

she asked, coaxingly, he might as well tell her, but Labor-
dette would not vouchsafe an explanation ; he simply told

her that if she wished he would place her fifty louis where
she would not regret it.

" Do as you choose," she called after him, " bet on the

bon^ as you please, but not on Nana, she is a jade."

Everybody in the carriage shoutd'd with laughter, the

^oung men thought the word a very droll one, while littla
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Louis, not understanding, lifted his lustreless eyes to hit

mother's, surprised at hearing her speak so loudly.

Labordette had not, however, succeeded in making his

escape. Rose Mignon signed to him to go to her ; she gave
him some orders, and he wrote some figures down in hia

memorandum book. Then Clarisse and Gaga called him
to change their bets. They had caught some vrords in the
crowd; they threw over Valerio II. and were eager to put
their money on Lusignan. Their impassible agent, La-
bordette, wrote all down without a word, and at last got

away.
The carriages were still coming in, and were now sta-

tioned in a fifth row—a dark, compact mass, with occa-

sional light spots, made by white horses. Beyond these

was a crowd of other vehicles, without any attempt at

order ; while over the turf galloped riders on magnificent
animals, and groups of gentlemen stood and walked about.

On this edge of this fieM were refreshment stands, under
gray linen tents, which looked white in the sun.

The thickest of the crowd was about the book-makers,
standing up in their open carriages gesticulating like tooth-

pullers at a fair.

" It is too stupid, not even to know on what horse one is

betting," said Nana. *' I mean to risk a few louis by my-
self."

She stood up to find some book-maker whose fia,co

might inspire her with confidence; but on discovering
many persons of her acquaintance she forgot her in«

tention. Beyond the Mignons, beyond Gaga, Clarisse

and Blanche de Sevry, she saw in the centre of the
crowd which now imprisoned her landau, Tatan Nen4
with Maria Blond, in a victoria; Caroline Hequet and hei'

mother, accompanied by two men ; Louise Violaine, all

alone, driving herself in a basket wagon gay with rib-

bons, the colors of the Verdier stables—orange and green;
Lea de Horn upon the high seat of a mail-coach, accom-
panied by a dozen noisy youths. Further off still, iQ„a
most aristocratic-looking carriage, sat Lucy Stewart unex*
ceptionably dressed in bUck silk and Chantilly, all very

simple, but very elegant, and having an air of great di*
tinction. By her side was a young man in naval uaiftinxi
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But Nana was stupefied by seeing Simonne in a tan-,

iem driven by Steiner, with a lacquey on a high seat be-

hind, who sat with folded arms, as immovable as if carved

out of stone. She was absolutely dazzling, in white satin

striped with yellow, with diamonds and gold on her hat

;

while the Banker, with an enormous whip in his hand,

drove two horses, the leader a small light sorrel with

hort, dainty steps, the second a brown bay that lifted his

feet very high.

"Upon my word," said Nana, very audibly, "that thief

Bteiner has cleaned out the Bourse ! Simonne thinks she

is a model of style, I suppose 1

"

But she bowed and smiled as she waved her hand, de-

lighted at an opportunity of making herself conspicuous,

and continued to rattle on.
" That is her son that Lucy Stewart has with her. He

is handsome in his uniform. You know she is afraid of

him, and he" thinks her an actress. That is why she is so

quiet in her air to-day. Poor fellow I he never seems to

euspect."
*' Pshaw ! " murmured Philippe, laughing; " she will find

an heiress for him in the Provinces,"

Nana became suddenly silent. She had just seen La
Tricon, who, coming in an ordinary fiacre from which
she could see nothing, had calmly taken her seat by the

side of the coachman. Tall and erect, with her dignified

face and soft English curls, she overlooked the crowd and
seemed to reign over her kingdom of women, who recog-

nized her with discreet smiles. She, however, affected not

to see them. Besides, she was not there on business, but
watched the races with intense pleasure, having a passion

for horses.
" Ix)ok ! There is that idiot of a Faloise," said Georges,

suddenly.
This was another astonishment. Nana had Svome diffi-

culty in recognizing him. Since he had come into his

fortune his chic was something extraordinary. He was
dressed in a tight^fitting suit of light gray, afTccted the

greatest possible lassitude, and in the lowest, gentlest

voice began sentences which he did not take the trouble

ko finish



S32 NANA.

"But he is very nice!" Nana declared, quite carried

away by his appearance.
Gaga and Clarisse called La Faloise, throwing themselvel

at Ills head, each eager to win him back. Hfe remained
witli them only a moment, and left them with a shrug of
disdain.

Nana had dazzled him. He hurried to her and stood on
the step of her carriage to shake hands with her. And aa
ehe laughed at him and at his former passion for Gaga, he
murmured

:

"Ah ! that is all over, and now, as you well know, you
occupy me entirely."

His hand was on his heart as he uttered these words,
and Nana laughed immoderately at this sudden and pub-
lic declaration. She resumed at last:

"You have made me forget that I wanted to bet
Georges, you see that book-maker over there, that stout*

red-faced one with curly hair. I like his looks. Go to him
and take— What would you take ?

"

" Well, as I am no patriot," lisped La Faloise, " I havff

made my bets all on the English horses."

Nana was quite scandalized.

Then they began to discuss the merits of the horses. I>
Faloise affected to be thoroughly conversant with them.
He declared that Vaierio IL, of the Corbreuse stabU had
been under the weather lately. He knew it, but to most
Sersons it was as yet a secret. He ended by advi-^ing
Tana to put her money on Hasard, a horse in the Me-

cham stables, the most inferior of all, of whom no one v^a
taking any notice. Hasard, he asserted, was magnifi
cently built, and then such action ! Every one would ba
surprised, he declared, before the day was over.

" No," said Nana. " I shall put ten louis on Lusignar
and five on Boum."
Upon this La Faloise burst forth

:

"That is utter nonsense! Gasc himself makes no bets
on his own horse; and as to Lusignan, he is a failure.

Think of it for yourself: by Lamb out of Princess! Thejf
fve both too short in the legs."

His energy seemed to choke him. Pliilippe remarkeij
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Ihat Lusignan had, nevertheless, won the Des Cars prize,

and the Grande Poule des Produits.

Bat the other answered: "What docs that prove?

—

nothing at all." In his opinion it was all the more reason

to be cautious about him. Besides, it was Gresham who
rode Lusignan, and Gresham would never come in first

any way.
.-</. ..>

'

From one end ofthe grounds to the other, this discussion,

which began in Nana's landau, seemed to spread. Haggard
eyes brightened, worn and weary faces became animated
under the influence of this passion for gambling. TLo
book-makers, high up in their carriages, shouted furiously,

all the time writing down long rows of figures. The high-

est betting was near the scales. The great battle finally

concentrated on Lusignan and Spirit. The Englishmen
were especially conspicuous, as they walked about, glowing
with prospective triumph. Bramah, one of Lord Read-
ing's horses, had won ths Grand Prix the previous year,

and many hearts scill bled at their defeat. It would be a

f)Ositive disaster should France be beaten again. All the
adies became immensely excited—their national pride

was touched. The Vandeuvres' stables became the ram-

Sarts of their honor, Lusignan was admired and applauded,
raga, Blanche, Louise, and Caroline made their bets on

Lusignan. Lucy StewF.rt, on her son's account, held aloof;

but the report was in circulation that Rose Mignon had
given Lahordette a commission for two hundred louis.

La Tricon waited until the very last minute, quite undis-
turbed by the hubbub around her—a noise constantly on
the increase, where the names of the horses were repeateil

over and over again in the quick, shrill Parisian tones and
the guttural voices of the English. She listened to all

that was said and quietly made her own notes.

"And Nana?" said La Faloise. " Does no one intend to

ask about the colt ?
"

No one had asked and no one seemed to feel any interest

This outsider from the Vandeuvres' stable was sunk under
the growing popularity of Lusignan. Then the jests begun
again; Nana said that Vandeuvres had given her a lovely
jfod-child—an animal that was not worth five sous

—

Philippe and Georges admitted that it was certainly no
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compliment. But La Faloise suddenly raised his ana
high in the air, and cried out that he had an inspiration

:

" I shall put a louis on Nana."
"Bravo! " said Georges; "and I will put two—

"

"And I, three louis," added Philippe.

The men began to be interested, and declared it waa
shameful to desert Nana in this way^—they would make
the colt a success yet. Nana was much amused by these

follies. But, as the three young men departed' to issue

their propaganda, she called after them :

" You know that I am not with you. Georges, remem-
ber,—put ten louis on Lusignan and five on Valerio II.!"

She watched them as they made their way among the
wheels, close to the heads of the horses. As soon as

they saw any people they knew in the carriages they
stood upon the steps and lauded Nana. They went over
the whole enclosure in this way, and finally returned
quite triumphant, while Nana herself waved her um-
brella gayly. After all, they had not done very much.
Steiner, who had been much moved by the sight of Nana,
risked three louis, but the women absolutely refused. Did
they wish to throw away their money? No; not they.

Nor did they much care to minister to the triumph of a
woman who overwhelmed them with her four white horses
and her outriders and her grand airs. Gaga and Clarissa

asked La Faloise, with cold dignity, if he were laughing
at them. When Georges presented himself, with boyish
audacity, at the Mignon landau, Rose tur'ned away her
head without vouchsafing any reply whatever. But
Mignon looked after the youth with an amused smile, say-
ing that the sex brought good luck.
"Well?" asked Nana, when the young men came back

after a long visit to the book-maker.
" You are at forty," said La Faloise.
" How do you mean? At forty !

" she cried, in amaze-
ment. " I was at fifty ; what is going on ?

"

Labordette now appeared. The gates were shut, the
first race was about to come off. Nana took advantage of
the distraction caused by this announcement, and ques-
tioned him closely. But he answered evasively, andf she
•ras obliged to be contented with what he chose to tell her.
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presently if he could possibly get away.
This race ended almost unnoticed, and all at once a cloud

broke over the Hippodrome, and the rain poured dowp.
A furious gale of wind rose at the same time; utter confu-
sion reigned for a few minutes. The women in the cav
riages did their best to shelter themselves, and held their
umbrellas in both hands, while the terrified lacqueys pu;
ap the tops. But the shower was over in a moment, the
sun blazed forth again, and the woioieii beg^n to iaugl)

once more, • ;, ,- ,i .->j'}

"Ah! poor, little Louis!" aaid Nfloa. "Are you very
wet, ch^ri?"
The child, without speaking, held out his hands. Nana

dried them with her handkerchief, and then turned her
attention to Bijou, who was all in a shiver. It was noth-
ing, she said, only a few spots on her white satin toilette.

The flowers were refreshed and looked like piles of snow

;

ehe took up a bouquet and plunged her face in it, enjoying
its dewy fragrance.

The stands were crowded by the shower. Nana exam-
ined them with her glasses ; at this distance only a com-
pact mass was seen, specked by the whiteness of the faces.

The sun now touched the crowd in one corner, and. a few
black figures, a little isolated, stood out against the sky.

Nana was very much amused by those ladies whom the
shower had driven from the rows of chairs on the gravel

walk at the foot of the tribunes ; these ladies now returned
to their places in great confusion. As the entrance to this

place was absolutely interdicted to the Jillee, Nana made
many sharp remarks on these ladies wno, she declared,

were dowdy and ill-dressed.

A little bustle was noticed in the enclosure, and the

rumor ran through the crowd that the Empress was about
to appear in the small central tribune—a pavilion, built

like a chalet, whose wide balcony was filled with low, red
chairs—and every opera-glass was directed to this balcony.
"There he is!" cried Georges, "he is with her; I did

Bot know he was on duty this week."
Georges was speaking of Count Muffat, whose stiff figui^

and solemn faee he had perceived behind th^ !E)mpr^&
21
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Then the young men began to laugh ; they said it waa a
pity that Satin was not there to see him too. But Nana
stopped laughing "when she saw that the Empress was
accompanied by the Prince d'Ecosso. - .

" Look at the Prince !
" she cried. She thought he had

grown much stouter in the eighteen months that had
elapsed since she last saw him.

There was a good deal of gossip going on about her in
the surrounding carriages. They whispered that the

Comte de Muffat had left her. The Tuileries were scan*
dalized at the Count's conduct, since he had made himself
so conspicuous by his relations with her. The Empresa
had spoken to him—her very words were repeated. He,
in order to keep his position as chamberlain, was obliged

to break with Nana.
La Faloise, hearing this story, came at once to Nana and

aslced, bluntly, if he might be permitted to take the Count's
place.

But she laughed aloud.
" It is a silly falsehood," she answered, " I have but t«

whistle and he will be back. You do not know him."
For some moments she had been watching the Comtesse

Sabine and Estelle. Daguenet was still near them. Fau-
cbery, who had disturbed everybody by his determination
to pay his respects to these two ladies, also remained with
them, smiling and contented. Nana looked fi'om one to

another, and then, with a contemptuous wave of her hand,
including the whole row of seats

:

. ii i >.

"These people are all stupid," she said, "I know them
only too well ; I have not a shadow of respect for any of
them. They are all equally worthless, from the lowest to

the highest."

And her gesture included the grooms who were leading

the horses on the track, as well as the Sovereign who wae
conversing with the Prince.

'* Bravo, Nana ! Bravo !

" cried La Faloise, enthusiasti-

cally.

The sound of the bells wns lost in the wind, and the

race continued. The Prix d^hpaknn had just been won
by Berlagol, from tlie M^ham stable. Nana called La-

bordette to ask about her hundred louis.. He. b€;^Q to
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laugh, and refused to give her tlie names of her horses, lesl

he should spoil her luck. Her inoncy was well placed, aa

she would soon see. Then she told him of her own bets-
ten louis on Lusignan and five on Valerio II. He shrugged
his shoulders, as much as to say that women were always
doing stupid things. Thin impressed her somewhat. ' '

At this moment the enclosure was especially animated
;

lunches were organized in the open air ; everybody was
eating and drinking, on the turf, in the carriages, and on
the high seats of the four-in-hands. It was one grand dis-

play of cold meats, a breaking loose of baskets of cham-
pagne, whose corks were popping in every direction, en-

livened by jests and laughs; the jingle of glass addc-d

another note to the various chords. Gaga and Clarisso

took quite a solid meal ; they, with Blanche de Sevry, eat

their sandwiches with a cloth spread over their laps

Louise Violaine left her basket-wagon and joinetl Caroline

Hequet; and the gentlemen arranged a little stand where
Simonne, Tatan Nene and Maria Blond went for their

champagne; while above, on the box of Ijea de Horn's mail-

coach, bottle after bottle was emptied; the whole partj

seemed eager to intoxicate themselves in the full light of

the sun, and in their conspicuous position.

There was a crowd around Nana's landau. She stood

assuming the manner of a cantini^re, and poured om
glasses of champagne for the men who came up to bow to

her. One of her footmen, Fran9ois, was kept busy passing

the bottles, while La Faloise, trying to speak in the coarse

voice of an innkeeper, called out

:

" Come on, gentlemen 1 come on I your drinks are all free!

"

" Do be quiet." said Nana, at last. " We look like

strolling players."

V She thought this great fun, however, and was sorely

iempted to send Georges with a glass of champagne to

Rose Mignon, who never drank any. Nana insisted that

this was the merest affectation. "She was a nice person,

really, to lay down the law for others ! the two children

were dying for a drop of champagne." But Georges,

though he took the glass in his hand, drank its contents.

He feared a scene if he carried it to Rose. Then Nana
dbought of little Louis, whom she had forgotten. He ka^
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retreated behind her. She compelled him to come out and
drink some wine, which made him cough frightfully.

"Come on, gentlemen! come on! " repeated La Faloise,

who had not tired of his joke. " It won't cost you two
Bous—no, nor one sou. We give it away."
But Nana interrupted him by exclaiming :

"Ah ! there is Bordenave. Call him, Philippe. Oh ! run,

I beg of you !

"

It was indeed Bordenave, strolling along with his hands
behind him ; wearing a rusty hat and a coat that was all

white in the seams, greasy and shabby—a Bordenave who
was nearly extinguished by misfortune, but who did not
hesitate to parade his poverty among these people who had
known him in better days, and who knew, moreover, that
fortune's wheel might yet have another turn for him.
"Zounds! my dear, how swell you are!" he said, when

Nana leaned toward him with extended hand.
Then, after emptying a glass of champagne, he drew a

long sigh.

"Ah!" he said, "if I were only a woman! Say, my
dear, will you go back on the stage? I have an idea. I

will hire tlie Gaiete, and we will take Paris off her feet.

You ought to do as much as that for me, I am sure
!

"

And he continued to grumble, glad though he was, to

see this confounded Nana, who, he said, always warm^
the cockles of his heart, even to look at her.

The crowd increased ; one by one all the men in the
enclosure whom Nana knew came to speak to lier. She
had a droll word, a laugh, or a nod for each. These men
had all drank too much champagne, and .she presided over
the glasses which were held out to her, with her yellow
hair tossed by the breeze, and her fair face bathed in the
warm June sun. Finally, in order to enrage the other
women, who were indignant at her triumph, she raised
her brimming glass in her old pose of Venus Victorious.

But some one touched her on the shoulder, and turning
she was much surprised to see Mignon on the scat. She
disappeared for a moment, for she sank dov/n at his side
to hear something important that he wished to confide to

her. Mignon had a horror of womcm's quarrels and jeal-

©usies—he thought them stupid and useless, ar.d he nevex
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hesitated to say to Rose that it was worse than silly to

quarrel with Nana. He himself was always kind, and even
paternal in his manner to her. ., , . ,,

"Look here, my dear," he said; "don't be imprudent,
and provoke Hose too far. I warn you in all kindness, and
I beg of you to pay attention to my words. She has some-
thing she can use against you, and she has never forgiven
you for that affair of La Petite Duchesse."

"Something she can use against me?" repeated Nana^
" I don't understand."

" Listen, then. It is a letter she found in Fauch^ry'i
pocket : a letter written to that scamp of a Fauchery by
the Comtesse Mutfat. Now do you understand? And
Rose wants to send this letter to Comte Muffat to revenge
herself on you and on him."

" What is that to me !

" cried Nana. " Let her do it, if

she chooses; we shall only laugh at her!"
*'No, no; I will not have anything of the kind," an-

swered Mignon, promptly. " I will countenance no sucii

scandal. We have nothing to gain by it
—

"

He stopped, fearing that he had said too mu'^h.
She looked at him fixedly. * What was his motive for

all this? Probably he feared that Fauchery would again
interfere with his menage if he broke with the Countess.
It was that, perhaps, that Rose desired, for she had always
preserved a certain tendresse for the journalist. And Nana
became very thoughtful. All at once she remembered
Monsieur Venot's visit, and an idea occurred to her, while
Mignon went on.;

" Let us suppose," he said, " that Rose sends this letter

:

there is an esclandre. You are mixed up in it. You are
accused of being the sole cause of all the trouble ; the
Count separates from his wife—

"

" Why so ?" she said. " On the contrary—

"

She checked herself in her turn, remembering that it was
"not necessary for her to think aloud. She pretended
to enter into Mignon's views in order to get him away as
soon as possible, and as he advised complete submission
to Rose—even a little visit to her on the race-ground—she
answered that she would think about it—that she would
see.
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A sudden commotion and stir about her induced her to

rise hastily to her feet. The horses were coming along the
track like the wind itself. It was the Prix de la VUle de
Paris, won by Cornemuse, from the Verdier stables. And
now that the Grand Prix was to be run, the excitement was
momentarily increasing. The crowd swayed hither and
thither as if blown by a fierce wind. And at this last mo-
ment a great surprise awaited the betting men, for the out-
sider of the Vandeuvres' stables, the colt Nana, was
steadily rising. Philippe and Georges, who had been
about questioning the book-makers, came back every ten
minutes with a new report. Nana was at thirty ; Nana
was at twenty-five ; then at twenty ; and then fifteen.

Nobody could understand it. A colt that had been beaten
at all the Hippodromes ; a colt that was not known, and
on which not a bet had been made that very morning.
What did this sudden change mean? Some of the men
laughed, and some sneered as they spoke of the nice
gleaning out the fools would get who had got taken in by
this game.
Others, serious and uneasy, suspected that there Was

Something hidden. There' was evidently "a coup" for

some one. Whispers ran about the ground; allusions
were made to some old stories and to the tolerated cheater
on race-courses; but this time the honorable name of
v'andeuvres arrested all these accusations, and the skeptics
declared that Nana would come in last.

" But who is Nana's jockey ? " asked La Faloise.

Just then the true Nana rose to her feet. As the men
Baw fit to laugh at the idea of the colt winning, she bowed
low and said :

"It is Price."

Price was an English celebrity, then unknown in
France. Why had Vandcuvres sent for this jockey when
crresham usually had Nana? Besides, was it not a little

singular that he had confided Lusignan to this Gresham,
who never won, as La Faloise said? But all these remarks
were lost in the gay disputes and loud merriment of the

jostling crowd, who drank more champagne to pass away
jhe time. Then there was a sudden hush. Vandeuvrea
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•ras making his way through the crowd. He went up to

Nana. She affected to be angry.
" Upon my word,*' she exclaimed, " you might as well

not liave come at all, as to make your appearance at this

late hour ! I am dying to get inside the grounds,"
" Then come," he answered, " there is stiil time. And I

have a lady's ticket in my pocket."
He oS'ered her his arm, and she sailed off happy in

the jealous glare of Gaga's and the other women's eyes.

The Hujon brothers and La Faloise remained in the lan-

dau and did the honors of her champagne. She called out
to them that she would be back presently.

But Vandeuvres, seeing Labordette, beckoned him, and
a few rapid words were exchanged between them.

" You have gotten it all together?"
" Yes."
" And for how much ?"

" Fifteen hundred Louis or a little over."

Nana listened attentively, but they said no more. Van-
deuvres was in a state of nervous excitement. His light

eyes flashed with the same fire that blazed in them the
night he talked of perishing with his horses in the flames.

As they crossed the track she said softly :

" Come now, tell me all about it. Why is your fipU
going up in this strange way ?"

:

He started.

''Ah ! they are talking about it, are they ? What people
these racing men are ! When I have a favorite, they give

me no chance, and when an outsider is, ^sked, they howl
as if they were l)eing cheated." j

" But I want to know something about it," she answered,
" for I have been betting. What are the chances ?

"

He lost his temper entirely, without any apparent reason.
" Nonsense !

" he exclaimed ;
" every one of the horses

has its chances. The colt has gone up because bets are

made on her—by wliom? How can I tell? what do I

care? I wish I had left you in your carriage, if you only
came with me to torment me with idiotic questions."

This way of speaking was neither habitual nor natur^U
with him. She was more astonished than hurt. He, how-
ever, calmed down almost immediately, and seemed somo-
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what embarrassed ; and when she asked him, coldly, if ht
could not manage to be a little more civil, he begged hei

pardon. He for some time had been subject to these

flashes of temper, he said.

Everybody in the gay world of Paris knew that he wai

that day playing his last card. If his horses did not win

—if they failed to bring him back the enormous sums h«

had bet upon them^-he was lost ; disaster, utter and over-

whelming, was his—^the downfall of his credit, as well aa

of those external appearances which covered the disorder

and the debt of his daily life. Every one knew also that

Nana—the cannibal, as she was called—had finished him
up ; had been the last to gather up the fragments of thia

shattered fortune, with the eagerness of -djille whose wicked

hands mar and destroy all that they touch. Her niad

caprices were recounted. , A story was told of a trip to

Baden, where she had not left him money enough to pay

his bill at the hotel; another of her throwing, one night,

when she had drank too much champagne, a han<ilful oi

diamonds into a chafing-dish, to see if they would burn

like coal. She had taken possession—huge, vulgar, crea-

ture that she was—of this impoverished son of avi ancient

race ; she owned him, body and soul, and ruled over him.

For her he would run any risk, and carried a^\ay by her

influence had even lost his ancient skepticism. A week
before, he had promised her a cha,teau on ih^ coast of

Normandy, between Honfieur and Trouville, and he meant
o keep his word ; but just now she drove him distracted,

and he would have liked to shake her for her stupidity.

Meanwhile the guard allowed them to enter the grounds,

not daring to stop this woman on the arm of the Count.

Nana was thrilled with joy at having her foot at last on
this forbidden ground, and walked slowly past all these

ladies, seated in their chairs in front of the tribunes. Thero
were ten rows of these chairs, and not one vacant seat among
them. Little groups werff gathered, and familiar circles

made v if in a public garden ; while children ran from one
to another ; and back were the tribunes, their rows of seats

rising oue above the other. Under the shade of the roof,

the toilettes here looked duller. Nana stared at all the

Wdies as she faced them, particularly at the Comtess«
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Sabine and her daughter, Estelle. As slie reached tlie

Imperial Tribune and she caught a glimpse of Muffat
standing behind the Empress, in all his official stiffness,

she was infinitely amused.
"Oh, how stupid he looks! "she said most audibly to

Vandeuvres.
She wished to see all ; this end of the park, with its wide

avenues, thick turf and clumps of trees, did not amuse her
particularly. Under a thatched roof was a buffet, about
which men were clamoring and gesticulating. Then she
saw the empty boxes and one solitary horse belonging to a
gendarme. There was the paddtxik, too,—a square of one
hundred metres,—where a stable-boy was walking Valeno
II. about, all wrapped in blankets. The crowd of men,
with tlieir card of admittance—an orange spot fastened
to their button-holes—and a continual rush, up and down
the stairs and along the piazzas, of this privileged crowd,
amused her for a while ; but, after all, it was not worth thf
trouble to come and see all this—merely to be made to feeJ

that she could not enter also.

Daguenet and Fauch^ry passed her and bowed. She
made them a sign to come to lier and stood still to speak
to them. Then, suddenly interrupting herself, she eX'
claimed: .

" How old the Marquis de Chonard is growing I Wha*
is he doing nowadays?"
Daguenet told her of the last transaction of the old

gentleman—something that had taken place a few days
before, of wliich no one yet knew.
Nana looked Quite shocked and had a great deal to say

.upon the subject. Vandeuvres did not listen—he was
anxious to get rid of her. But Fauchery having said that

if she had not seen the book-makers she had seen nothing,

the Comte was obliged to take her there, notwithstanding

his visible reluctance.

At last she was amused and it terrsted, for the scene wai^

indeed a curious one.

A rotunda was open before her, between lawns shadej
by young chestnut trees, And there, in a large circle.

•tood a close line of book-makers awaiting cueloraers, as ii
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lit a fair. In order to overlook the crowd they stood upon
wooden benches, and had their quotations close at hand,
fastened to the trees, while they wrote down the bets^—

catching them irom a nod or a wink, with such rapidity

ythat the gaping lookers-on failed to comprehend their

movements.
r. Tiie scene was one of wild confusion. Numbers were
called out, and shouts were uttered at an unexpected bit of
intelligence, conveyed by breathless men, who rushed up,

hurled out a few words without stopping, and were gone
iigain.

" How droll they all look," murmured Nana, much
amused. " But I must say that I should not like to meet
some of these fierce faces alone at midnight !

"

Vandeuvres pointed out one book-maker who had made
three millions in two years. He was tall, slender, and
fair, and w?', addressed with the greatest respect: people
pushed through the crowd to see him,.—while he went on
with his business, caring little for the curiosity with which
he was watched.

Finally, Vandeuvres induced Nana to leave this place,

and as they did so the Count nodded to another book-
maker, who was a former coachman of his own—an enor-

mous fellow, with the shoulders of an ox and a ruddy face.

Now that he was tempting Fortune on the race-ground,
Vandeuvres was trying to help him on, and made him his

confidant whenever he had any bets to make that he wished
to keep secret. Notwithstanding this protection, the man
had lost some very heavy sums, and was also playing his

last card, with, bloodshot eyes and looking as if he might
at any moment be struck down with apoplexy.
"Ah ! Marechal," said Vandeuvres, in a low voice, as the

man approached; " how do you stand now?''
"At five thousand louis, lilonsieur le Comte," answered

the man, also lowering his voice. " It is a very nice thing,

too. I assure you that I have lowered the quotation—put
jt down to three

—

"

Vandeuvres looked much annoyed.
" No, no ; I will not have it," he said. " Put it back

again at two, instantly. I shall never tell you anything
again, Marechal."
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•'But Monsieur le Comte, what can I do? "replied the
j>v./ier, with the humble smile of the accomplice who knows
lifc> has his man in his power. " I must do something to

iiiduce the people to give you j-our two thousand louis."

Then Vandeuvres bade him be silent, and, as he went
away, Marechal started as if to run after him—regretting

that he had not questioned him about the colt; it was
tiertainly proper that he should know something definite

as to thef chances of this animal. But Vandeuvres was
ali'eady too far off. Nana, who had caught the whispered
words of the book-maker, was excessively astonished, but
asked no explanation. She became very grave, however,
and watched him in a stealthy manner.
He seemed very nervous, and, meeting Labordette, he

begged her to go with him.
"Take her back to the carriage," he said. " I must see

a man on business—but I will be with you almost im-
mediately."

He entered the ball, a narrow room with a low ceiling,

nearly filled up with the scales, and a desk shut in by
glass and oak framework. It was like a baggage-rocm at

a railway station. Nana was here greatly undeceived.

She had expected to see some huge machinery with which
tlie horses were weighed.
What ! did they only weigh the jockeys ? What was the

use of making such a fuss about their weight? In the

KcaJes sat a jockey with an idiotic air, his harness on his

knees, waiting until a stout man had verified his weight

;

while a groom at the door held the horse Valerio II.,

around which the crowd had gathered.

The gate was about to be closed. Labordette hurried

Nana on, but paused a moment to point out a little man,
who was talking somewhat apart with Vandeuvres.

" That is Price," he said.

"Ah ! ytn ; Nana's English jockey," she answered,

imiling.

She declared that the jockey was the ugliest creature she

had ever beheld. "All the jockeys looked like cretins,"

she said, and wondered how they were prevented from

growing. Price, a man of some forty years, lookec like an

old, dned-up child, with a long, thin face, sean d and
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wrinkled, liarcl and expressionless. His frame was aH

knots and sinews, and the blue jacket, with its whit«

Vleeves, looked as if thrown on a figure of wood.
" No," she said, as they went on, " I certainly shall not

lose my heart to him."
The crowd was almost impassable on the track; the

trodden grass had become almost black. Before the two
indicators, on the high columns, the pressure was greater

than elsewhere, and the mass welcomed with shouts each

number which an electric wire from the weighing room
signalled as soon as the horse to which it belonged was
ready to start.

Nana had only time to cross the track on the arm of

Labordette—the bell hanging to the stafif of the oriflamme,

rang for the track to be cleared.
" Weil, my children," she said, as she returned to her

landau, "let me tell you that their weighing room is »

perfect humbug."
They shouted and clapped their hands.
" Bravo, Nana ! Bravo ! Nana has come back to us !

'

they cried.
" How silly you are

!

" she answered. " Did you think 1

had run away ? Attention."

The champagne was forgotten in the excitement of the

coming race.

But Nana was considerably taken aback by seeing Gaga
in her carriage with Bijou and Louis on her lap- Gaga
had taken this course merely to approach La Faloise.

But she said she could not resist the child ; she adored
children.

" By the way, how is Lili ?" asked Nana. "And why on
earth is she shut up in that coupe with that old man ? I

have just heard—

"

Gaoja put on a most despairing expression.
" My dear," she said, " I am in despair, and really ill

from it all. Yesterday I never left my bed ; I had wept
to incessantly that my strength was gone, and this morn-
ing I did not think I could come. You know how I feel

about it. I brought her up in a convent school, and edu-

cated her to make a good marriage. She has had the best

ftdvice, and the most constant supervision ; but it was ali
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of ao use ; she would have her own way. Such a scene a«

It Was ! Tears and ungrateful words.
.
She found her life

with me too Confining, she said. And when she finally

exclaimed, ' You are the last one who has any right to

hinder me,' I cried out, in ray turn, ' Do what you will

!

forsake us if you choose !

' This was construed into a

consent, and she took the bit between her teeth. And
now my last hope has gone, and my last dream has per-

ished!"
The sound of angry voices made the two women look

around. It was Georges, who was defending Vandeuvres
against the vague rumors that were in circulation. The
Count was a friend of Nana's; that was enough for

Georges.
" Why do you say he drops his own horse ?" cried the

youth. " Yesterday he took up a bet of a thousand louis

on Lusignan."
" Yes ; I was there," Philippo affirmed.

"And he has not put a single louis on Nana. If Nana
stands at ten, he has nothing 1o do with it. It is ridicu-

lous to talk in this way of people 1 What interest would
he have in doing what you hint? "

Labordette listened to the dispute calmly ; then shrugged
his shoulders, as he said to Georges

:

" Why do you take any notice of this sort of talk ? The
Count has just made a bet of five hundred louis on Lu-
signan, arid if he has offered a hundred louis on Nana, it

is because he very well knows that a man must at least

appear to believe in his own horses."

"Hush! what do we care for all that?" shouted La
Faloise, waving his arms. "Spirit will win! Three cheers
for Old England !

"

A shiver ran through the crowd, while the bell notified

the assembled multitude that the horses had reached the
track. Then Nana jumped up on the seat of her carriage,

that she might see better, crushing under her feet all her
roses and myosotis. With one glance she swept the hori-

zon. The trjick was momentarih' empty, shut in by itn

gray fences and guarded by the police, and the strip oi

turf—muddy and torn at her feet—was, further off, of a

delicate greea, changing to a deeper shade in the distauoti
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Then in the centre, as she looked down, slie beheld the su^g
ing crowd clinging to the carriages, neighing horses, tents

cracking in the wind, riders spurring on their horses ; while
on the other side the tribunes were crammed—row after row
of heads, the upper ones standing out against the blue sky.
Beyond all these stretched the lerel plain, and back of tho
ivy-covered windmill were a series of meadows and scat-

tered clumps of trees, and opposite, outspread towards the
Seine, were long avenues and countless carriages. Then,
in the direction of Boulogne, the country on the left

opened broadly, showing the distant Mendon ; nearer was
a long avenue of Paulonias, whose summits, without a leaf,

were shining and softly flushed. Up the winding road
carriages were still coming. But all at once the hun-
dred thousand souls that covered these fields like so many
insects were moved as by one impulse. The sun that
had been under a cloud burst forth once more, and was
welcomed with hearty applause.
Meanwhile a police-officer crossed the vacant track, and

further on toward the left, a man appeared with a red flag

in his hand.
" It is the starter—the Baron de Mauriac," said liaboi^

dette, in reply to a question from Nana.
p]verv one spoke at once.

"Don't push !
" " Let me see !

" " Ah ! that is the
judge, Monsieur de Sonagny, is it?" "Look! the ori-

flamme is raised!" " Hush 1 attention!" "Coemus ia

the first!"

A red and yellow oriflamme rattled in the wind at the
top of the flagstaff. The horses appeared one by one, led
by the grooms, with their jockeys in the saddle, their armii
hanging loosely at their sides. After Cosmus came Ha-
sard and Bourn; then a long, low murmur greeted Spirit,

a superb bay liorse, whose dull hues—lemon-color and
black—had a certain Britannic dreariness. Valerio IL
had a sucess d'entree in pale green, striped with rose-

color. Vandeuvres' two horses were late ; but at last, be-

hind Frangipane, appeared the gay blue and white rib-

bons. But Lusignan—a dark bay, irreproachable in form
—was almost forgotten in the surprise caused by Nana
She had never been well seen before, and the brood
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iunlight fell full on the shining flanks of the beautiful

creature—deep-chested, with a slender head—her coat

looked almost of a reddish Llonde.
" She has hair like mine !

" cried Nana, in delight, " and
I am quite proud of my namesake."
Some of the men clirhbed up on the landau. Bordenave

nearly trod on Louis, whose mother had forgotten him,
and then picked up the child and put him on his shoulder.

" Poor little mite !
" he said. " Look 1 I will show you

where mamma is."

And as Bijou scratched to be taken up, the little

creature was also lifted ; while Nana glanced over at the

other women to see how they bore this last triumph.
Clarisse, Louise, and Maria looked very much out of tem-

Eer; Rose Mignon, who was gazing at her, turned hei

ead away, vexed at having been surprised.

At this moment La Tricon, up to this moment as mo-
tionless as a statue, waved her hands and made a signal

over the crowd to a book-maker. Her choice was made ;

her bets were on Nana.
La Faloise meanwhile was very busy.
" I have an inspiration," he cried. " You see Frangi-

pane? Was there ever such action as his? I shall bet

on Frangipane."
" If you do, you will be^orrjrj" said Labordette. " Wait

until you see his canter."

The horsiBS now started on their preliminary trial, pass-

ing before the tribunes ; then the men burst forth again,

talking all together.
" Lusignan is too long in the back !

" "I shall bet a
hand on Valerio II.

!

" " He is nervous and holds his

head high when he gallops, which is a very bad sign."
*' It is Bume, is it, who rides Spirit ? " " You say that the

orange is the Verdier stables, do yOu ? '*# " I tell you he had
no shoulders! '

^' No, indeed! Spirit is too quiet! alto-

gether too quiet
!

" " Listen ! I saw Nana after the

Grand Ponte des Produits, dripping with sweat and shiv-

ering from head to foot. I will bet you twenty louis that

she comes in far in the rear."

I/a Faloise, almost in tears, wa« trj'ing to find a book-

maker, but at this .decisive moment eyery one oeemed
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absorbed. The first departure was bad. Tlie starter, t
minute black figure in the distance, did not lower his red

,

flag. ,
The horses came back ; there were two more false

:

starts. At last they all went off together, so well tha>

there was an outburst of applause. . . .: , .
-

. . . .;.:.. " : .
•

: .
'

'The uproar was stifled in the anxiety which filled every '-I

breast. -The bete Were-all made, and. a .breat-kle^s. silence

reigned. - White faces leaned forwiird,. and; eyes wecr,:,

strained. Hasard a:nd Cosmus took ihe lead, Valerio U.-i
next, and - the others foliowed. When they passed tl*e"^

tribunes-«-with flying gravel arid a windy rush—^^Frf^ngj- r;

pane was behind, and Nana a little in the rear of Spirit .

and Lusignan. Every eye was fixed on the dazzling spote '

made by the jockeys in the sunshine. Valerio II. was now
,

leading Cosmus and Hasard losing ground, while Lusig-

nan and Spirit, neck and neck, were stiU in advance lof ..

Nana. ' --:•-:•- —
^
- •• --: :"^ '* -; .-,.'/:'

•"The English will win," muttered Bordenave, "that is

Elain. Lusignan is getting tired, and Valerio II. cannot,

old out." .;r. ,-- .. . -- , - '>^

"Ah, well! it caojt be. helped!" said Philippe with-

patriotic grieC ' ,.•; :: " :,; " :;—;;: : ;

It was with a paiig4hftt these people anticipated another .

defeat, and their most earnest wishes were devoted to,

Lusignan's success. . I'he prowd, surged toward the further

fences. A number of horsemen galloped across the turf.;

Nana watched them as they disappeared behind the tree.'!

pWted in the «eatre of the Hippodrome.
/'Wait!" cried Georges, always sanguine. "It is not

aettled yet. I believe the English horse is blown!"
But La Faloise resumed his nation^ disdain, and

shouted:
"Bravo! Bravo for Spirit!"

Labordette was ^ry indignant, and declared that if he
said that again he would put him in the bottom of the

carriage. ' . -
-

. . -

"Let us time them," said Bordenave, quietly, still hold-
ing Louis, and drawing out his watch.
At this moment the horses reappeared one by one from

behind the trees. After an instant's surprise there was «

jong low murmur. _.
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fValerio II. was still ahead ; but Spirit had gained,

LtlBXgnan had lost ground, and another horscr had taken

his place. At first no one could tell which horse it was.

Pr^ently some one cried:

"It is Nanal yes, it is Nana! Now do you see? BravQ,

Narml"
Thfe^ eolt continued to gain, slowly but surely. The

excitement became intense. No one took any notice of the

other horses. The contest was entirely between Spirit,

Nana, Lusignan and Valerio II. Their progress was noted
and called aloud. Nana herself, who was now standing

on the coachman's seat, was deadly pale, and trembling to

that degree that she could not speak. Labordette was
radiant with smiles.

"What do you say of the English horse now?" asked
Philippe.

"At any rate Lusignan is done for!" murmured La Fa-

loise. " It is Valerio II. that will win the day. Look f

the four are all neck and neck !

"

By this time the four horses were coming on like the

wind. The roar of the crowd and the excitement was
something tremendous—it was like the noise of the sea.

A hundred thousand spectators throbbed with one emo-
tion, and burned with the same wild thirst behind these

animals, whose flying feet bore millions away; the people

pushed and crowded each other, with clenched hands
and parted lips, each thinking only of himself, each man
encouraging the horse on which his bets were made by
voice and gesture. And the cry of all these people was
like the cry of a wild beast.

" Here they come! Here they come!

"

But Nana had gained ground, Valerio II. was distanced,

and she was even with Spirit. She was greeted by a shout
from the landau.
"Bravo! Nana! Bravo!"
Standing on the seat, Nana, perfectly unconsciously, was

swaying to and fro, with a rtiotion almost as if she were
running. She struck her side involuntarily, as if urging

on the colt, and at each blow she uttered a sigh of fatigue,

and said, in a low voice

:

" On with you ! on with you 1

"

22
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Then a superb sight was seen. Price, standing in his

stirrup, was lashing Nana with an arm of iron. Thi?
withered Uttle man, with his dried and mummy-like face,

was transformed. His eyes flashed fire. He gave his

whole heart to the work. He fairly carried tlie pony on
oy sheer force of will. She was bathed in sweat, ;^nd her
eyes were bloodshot. The whole cavalcade swept on, the

judge, with his calm, impassive face, watching them.
Then rose an immense shout; Price, by one supreme
effort, had, so to speak, thrown Nana on, and Spirit was
beaten by a head's length. The yells of the crowd were
something superhuman. Nana ! Nana ! Nana ! was the cry

which swelled and echoed from the depths of the woods to

Mont Valerien—from the meadows of Longchamps to the

plain of Boulogne.
" Long live Nana I Long live France ! Down with

England !

"

The women brandished their umbrellas; the men waved
their hats and handkerchiefs ; the tribunes were all astir,

and even the Empress looked moved.
Then Nana, standing on the seat of her landau, fancied

that it was she who was tlius applauded. She was stunned,
as it were, by this great victory, and gazed with unseeing
eyes on the surging crowd, bowing down before the new
Nana who was bearing off Price, now a limp rag. She
clapped her hands wildlv.

*'lt is I !
" she cried. '" What luck ! what luck !

"

And, not knowing in what words to translate the joy she
felt, she kissed Louis, who was still sitting on Bordenave's
shoulder.

" Three minutes and fourteen seconds," said that indi-

vidual, as he put his watch back into liis pocket.
Nana listened to her name still reverberating over the

plain. It was her people who were clamoring at her feet,

while she overlooked them, with her hair streaming in the

wind, and her white and blue dress, the color of the sky.
Labordette had just told her that she had won two thou-
sand louis, for he had placed her fifty louis on Nana at

forty. But the money was less dear to her than this un-
expected victory, which made her Queen of Paris. Hei
uroraen friends were furious, for they had lost everything.
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Rose Mignon, in a spasm of rage, had broken her umbrella;
and Caroline Hequet and Clarisse, with Simonne and Lucy
Stewart also, in spite of her son, were loud in their ex-

Eressions of indignation ; while La Tricon straightened
erself up in lier pride at having so correctly measured

the capacities of the winning colt.

The men around the landau were hoarse with shouting,
but Georges kept up the applause, and continued to call
" Nana " in a voice that was gradually growing weak.
La Faloise declared that he had foreseen it all from the
beginning. As the champagne was gone, Philippe, with
the footmen, went to the stands to see what could be found
there. Nana's court was constantly becoming more numer-
ous ; her triumph decided those, who had hitherto hung
back, to approach with outstretched hands. Her carriage

had become the centre of attraction. She, the Goddess

—

Venus, Queen of Love, was surrounded by her humble
slaves. Bordenave, behind her, swore under his bieath,

but was in reality as gratified as if he had been her father.

When the champagne arrived and she lifted her overflow-
ing glass, the applause began again.

..,

-

"Nana! Nana! Nana!" The astonished crowd looked
around for the colt, and no one knew whether it was the
animal or the Avoman, that awoke all this clamor.

Steiner, entirely carried away, left Simonne, and climbed
upon one of the wheels of the carriage to press Nana's
hand. Mignon, too, did the same, notwithstanding his

wife's angry looks. He kissed her paternally on both
cheeks, and said, in a low voice

:

" I am sure she will send that letter now. She is in a
perfect rage."

He spoke of his wife. Nana unwarily answered:
" So much the better—that will suit me !

"

But, seeing his astonishment, she hastily continued:
" No, I don't mean that ! The fact is, I i^on't know what

r am saying. I think 1 am a little upset."'

She was indeed upset—elated with joy, elated with sun«

ehine—and, waving her glass, she shouted:
" Let us drink to Nana ! To Nana !

" and her clear

voice rang above all the loud laughter and the applau*';

about her.
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'i^ie races were over, and the carriages were beginning tt

lenve the Hippodrome. By this time a dismal rumor wag
bnzized about. Vandeuvres' name was heard on all sides.

The facts were clear—for two years he had been leading up
to this by ordering Gresham t-o keep Nana back, and he
had used Lusignan only to keep Up the delusion. The
losers were furious, while those who had won shrugged
their shoulders. After all, where was the harm ? Had not
a wan the right to manage his stable as he pleased? The
iaxne thing had been done repeatedly. Most persons, on
the whole, thought Vandeuvres had done well to take all

the bets he could on Nana ; two or three million louis were
Bpoken of with bated breath—twelve hundred thousand
francs at the very least—a sum whose magnitude inspired

both respect and indulgence.

jiut other reports graver still began to be whispered, and
finally a frightful scandal was openly bruited about
Poor Vandeuvres was done for. He had made his mag-
nitioent coup, but had committed the excessive folly ot

betimg two thousand louis against Lusignan through
Marechal, with the hope of covering the losses he should
incut by the bets he openly made. This was most idiotic,

and proved that his head had lost its steadiness. The
book-maker, warned that Lusignan would not win, had
realized some sixty thousand francs. Unfortunately La-
bordette, knowing nothing of this, went to him to place

two hundred louis on Nana, which the book-maker con-
tinued to give at fifty, not suspecting the real coup, oi

which Vandeuvres deemed it wiser not to speak. When
Mar^chal realized that he had thus lost one hundred thou-
Band francs by this manoeuvre he was furious, and made a
frio^htful scene in front of the weighing room, telling the
whole story with brutal frankness. It was said that there
Vv'as to be an examination.
Nana heard all this, but she ^id not drink any lesg

champagne nor cease laughing, Labordette at this momeni
approached; he was very pale.

" Vrdl ?' she said, in u. low voice. .
- -•

^

.-"-
.

" Ruined P he-answe'red, '$hruggihg .hig ^s^oiildefl
* Tlus VandeuA'res had no sense whatever," ' '

^

Bh« raised her eyebfows with a loot'of ennm.
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MABILLE.

ONE evening at Mabille Nana made a tremendous sensa^

tion. When she appeared about ten o'clock th€
crowd was immense. This celebrated resort of fashion
and gallantry was wild with excitement. The ball-room
blazed with gas; black-coated men, and women in shabby
dresses, only fit to be torn in the crowd, and excessively
decollet4e, pushed their way along

;
jests, foolish words,

originating no one knew with whom, were lepeated from
person to person with shouts of laughter. No one
danced, for the orchestra could not be beard thirty feet

away. In the midst of all this confusion Nana arrived in
the toilet she had worn at the races—blue and white.

She was greeted with wild bravos, and borne in triumph
hy three men about the room and through the garden.

It was not until Tuesday that Nana recovered from the
excitement of her triumph. She had been talking with
Madame Lerat, who had come to give her some new? oi

little Louis, who had taken cold at the races and was seri-

ously ill. All Paris was talking of Vandeuvres, who was
excluded from the race-grounds and dismissed from the
Cercle Imperial, and had fired his stables with all hia
horses therein.

" He told me he would do it," said Nana. " The man
was crazy ! I had a terrible shock though when I heard
about it last evening ; for, you see, a man that would do
such a thing as that might have assassinated mo any
time. And then why didn't he give me a chance to make
my fortune on the colt ? He told Labordette that if I had
known anything about it I would certainly have informed
my hair-dresser and a crowd of other men ! That was a

r)lit© thing to say, wasn't it ? No, indeed, I don't feel that
have any great reason to regret him very deeply."
The more she thought about the matter the more indig*

fiftQt she became. Labordette a|)}>eared ; he had straight
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ened out his betting-book and had made about forty thofj.

Band francs. Tliis information naturally augmented hel
ill-humor, for she might have easily made a million.
Labordctte, who pretended utter innocence through-
out the affair, throw Vandciivres C'ver absolutely.

" These old families," he said, " had died out, and it waa
just as well that their effete descendants should perish

—

the manner of their going matter(3d littie."

"But it was rather a nice thing for him to do," said
iNana, " to set fire to his stables and perish in the flames.

1 don't defend his course with Marechal, for it was simply
imbecile. Just think of it. Blanche gays I am to blame
for it all. I told her right out, in so many words, that I
had never bidden him steal for mel Can't a woman ask a
man for money without pushing him toAvard a crime ? If he
had said to me^ ' I haven't a sou,' I should have answered,
* All right ; then we must part,' and that would have been
the end of it."

"Unquestionably," her aunt had answered, w^ith entire
gravity. " If men will be so obstinate, it is always the
worse for them in the end."

- '' But the ending was fine! " repeated Nana. "I shall

always say tliat; but I shudder every time I think of

it. He sent every one away, and had some petroleum, and
I am told that the flames were magnificent. The horses,

though, did not choose to be roasted. They were heard
neighing and screaming, and they threw themselves against

the door with cries like human beings. It must have been
awful!"

Labordette lifted his eyebrows incredulously. He did not
believe in the death of Vandeuvres. Some one declared

he had been seen escaping by the window. He had lighted

ihe flames in a momentary aberration of mind, and then
lame to his senses.

Nana listened with regret, and could only say in reply

;

"Ob 1 it is too bad I He was sv.ch a handsome fellow—i-"
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ArRAID TO DIE.

¥T was one o'clock in the morning. Nana and the CounI
JL were standing beside the curtains of Point de Venice.

He had returned to her after sulking four days. The
room was dimly lighted by a night-lamp in the corner.

There was a long, low sigh—both were disturbed, and
Nana glided from his side, leaving her friend in the
Bhadow of the curtains.

" la there a Heaven and a Hell ? " she asked, standing
by his side and looking full upon him, her face pale with
superstitious fear—although she had, a few moments
before, been altogether unconcerned.
She had not been well all day, and all sorts of stupid

ideas—as she called ideas about Death, ideas about Heaven
and Hell—had been running in her head.
Very often she was timid at night, and shaken by

imaginary terrors. She saw hideous things in the corners,

wad was unwilling to be left alone.

"I am quite sure that I shall not go to Heaven," she
continued. "Will you tell me where I shall go?" she
gasped, shivering from head to foot as she spoke,—" Tell

me !

" she repeated, im})loringly.

The Count, amazed at these singular (questions, addressed
to him at such a time, felt that fear of God and remorse
which, as a strong Catholic, preyed upon him, sought to

calm her. She threw herself into his arms and clung to

his neck in a paroxysm of terror, and, amid convulsive
Bobs, she exclaimed

:

" I am afraid to die ! I am afraid to die !
"

With difficulty he disengaged himself. He dreaded
lest this contagious terror should attack him also-—tliia

terror "of the Invisible. He told her that .she had com-
mitted no great .sins in this world, and might be sure of

forgiveness. S|he seated herself on ilje.sid^ of a chair anvj

49^ned, ,but ]i)(j[Q^ aQ occacaon^ M^3^ of tUe ^e^d i:i
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dissent. No, she had done no harm to any on«, and sha
always wore a medal of the Virgin. She showed it to him
as she spoke—hanging down from her neck—only this is

not enough. She knew very well that women who lired

the life she did went to Hell. Scattered sentences from her
Catechism c'ame back to her. Ah ! if she had only been
properly taught—and if the Priests were not so stupid!
She kissed her medal with fervor, as if it wero a eharm
•gainst Death—the very thought of which chilled her to
tae heart.

She made Muffat go into the dressing-room with her,

because she was afraid to stay there alone, even with the
door open. She asked him to look into all the corners

and behind the curtains, and started at every sound.
When he ended his search, she went to the mirror, and
Btood looking at herself fixedly, her face growing whitei
and whiter.

She pressed her two hands on her cheek bones and dretf

ftie flesh tightly over them.
; : "A woman is very ugly when she is dead," she «ai^
:.^9wly.^-:v:,.v ;;..^"-,

""
.'--./-

^"
-.' .•- :..

'^'
Atta she opened her eyes wide, and dropped her jaw, io

iee how she would look.

"Look at me," she continued, turning this disfigured
face to MufiFat. " I think I have a very small head."
Then the Count became angry.
" You are crazy," he said.

,
He had seen her, though—seen that face as it might look

after being buried for years, and his hands were clasped ai
he breathed a friglitened prayer. Religion had regained
her power over him of late, and between his penitence and
his fears he was ground into dust. He wrung hig handa
tnd groaned :

"My God! My God!"
It was the cry of his helplessness ; the cry of his sin,

which he had no strength to resist, notwithstanding hia
conviction that eternal damnation would follow.

.When Nana returned to him, ^h& fomid. hini. white
and haggard, his nails burieil in his flesh, and his eyes

raised despairingly to heaven. She began to sob willLhiinf

«ild they sfauddered iojj^b^ without knowinn; why or ai
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this time Nana thought it not idiotic, for she was
really afraid. Suddenly she asked herself if It might not
be that Rose Mignon had sent him that famous letter,

but she soon discovered she was mistaken in her suspi*
cion.

Two days after' this, after a new absence, MuflFat ap-
peared one morning at an hour when he never came. He
was perfectly livid. His eyes were red, and he was sUll
painfully agitated. But Zoe met him in such fright her-
self that she did not notice him. She cried out:

"Ah, Monsieur—come in. Poor Madame came nea?
dying last night."

And when he asked for particulars, she told him that
Nana had been in a delicate condition for three months
•nd had been very ill, ' ".

'

It was true. Nana had not chosen to believe the truth,

and the doctor himself was in doubt for a time, and when
he finally told her that such was the case, she was posi-

tively angry. Her nervous fears and her fits of gloom and
ill temper arose from this secret, undoubtedly—this secret

which she guarded with such jealous care. It seemed to

her that every one would laugh at her. Nature exasper-

ated her. This maternity interfered with her. This jife

given amid all the death she sowed about her was a pain-

ful surprise to her. She did not want to be bothered with

the child. No one would claim it. It would be in every

one's way, and would certainly find little pleasure in exist-

ence. Meanwhile Zo4 was telling the Count what had
happened. The Hdtel was turned upside down. The ser-

Tants were hurrying to and fro. As evening came on the

babitu^ of the house appeared, and Georges told them the

story. Each in turn exclaimed " Impossible !

" and then
became very serious, and looked inquisitively from one to

the other. At last they all went away on tiptoe as quietly

as if frojn a chamber ot- death.

"Come up, sir, if y«u will," «aid''Zo6 'io ;Mti^aL
*fMadame is better, iahcl'will receive yoU; We are expect*

ing the doctor every minute. He promised to come bacll

UuBTOKicning"
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Up-stairs Satin lay on a sofa in the salon, smoking a
cigarette, -with her eyes fixed on the ceiling. She had
evinced the most stolid indifference all through the excite-

ment, with occasional flashes of rage. As Zoe passed the
Bofa, she was saying to the Count, that Madame had been
very ill. Satin said:

"Who cares! It will teach her a lesson!
"

The two turned in astonishment. Satin had not moved,
fcut, with her eyes still fixed on the ceiling, repeated hei
words:

" Who cares ! It will teach her a lesson
!

" and she pr.ffed

a slender thread of smoke into the air.

" Upon my word, you are a kind-hearted little creature r"

said Zoe.

When the femme de chambre showed the Count into

the room he perceived the smell of ether. Nana lay very
white among hfir pillows. She smiled without lifting her
head.

"Ah!" she said, "I thought I should never see you
again !

"

Then, as he leaned over her to kiss her on her cheek, she
began to speak of the child, as if he were the father.

" I did not dare to tell you—I was so happy, though I

and I had such dreams of the Future. I meant him to

grow up worthy of you. And now it is all over ; but I
tell myself perhaps it. is for the best—it would have
greatly complicated 3'-our life."

He, much astonished at this unexpected paternity, had
as yet not found his voice. He liad drawn a chair close

to the side of the bed, and leaned one arm upon it. Then
Nana noticed his disturbed countenance, the bloodshot
eyes and trembling lips.

" What is the matter ? " she asked. "Are you ill too ?
"

" No, indeed," he replied, slowly.
She looked at him searchingly, and then sent Zo^, who

was arranging some bottles, out of the room. And when
she was alone with him, she slipped her arm around hia

neck and drew his head down to hers. " What has gone
ivTong, cher^? I can read some trouble in your eyes.

Did you not come here to tell me something?"
"No, no," he replied, earnestly.
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But, worn out by suffering, touched by this sick-

room in which he so unexpectedly found himself, the
Cotjit broke down completely. He buried his face among
the pillows to drown his sobs. Nana understood at once
-K..6e Mignon had certainly sent the letter ! She allowed
him to weep for a few moments without speaking, and
then, in a tone of maternal compassion, she said

:

" \ou have difficulties at home?"
He nodded assent; and she, after a long pause, said, in a

low \vr)i£per:

"Yju know an, then?"
Ag.iin he silently assented. Theie was aiot a sound in

the darkened room. It was the night before, on returning
from an Imperial soiree, that he had received the letter

M'rittcn by Sabine to her friend. After a night of agony
passed in dreams of revenge, he left his home, lest, if he
remained there, he should kill his wife. Soothed by the
dewy sweetness of the June morning, he had taken his way
mechanically to Nana, as he had always done in the most
critical hours of his life. With her he hoped for consola-

tion.

"Calm yourself," she murmured. "I have known it a
long time. But I did not care to be the one to open your
eyes. You remember that la«5t year you had some sus-

picion. Then for lack of proof, and a little owing to me,
the affair blew over."

He lifted his head. It was difficult for him to express

himself in words now, although for a long time he
had been in the habit of discussing with her all his af-

fairs in the most open way. She encouraged him. She
was a woman, and wished to hear all. He began, then
stopped.

"You are ill," he said
;
" I must not weary you. I am

|oing now."
"No," she answered, "you must stay. I, very likely,

may be able to give you some good advice. But the doc-

tor told me not to talk."

He rose, and began to'wal^ up and down the room,

tnd she questioned nim.' '-' -

"What are you going to do?"
**I intend to castigate this tflan."
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She shook he» head.
" No; that will not do. And your wife?"
" I shall take her into court. I have all the proof 1

require." ":.';-':u :

" You must not. I will never allow you td do that!'

And in a low, faint voice she pointed out to him the

useless scandal of a duel and a divorce suit. For a week
he would be in all the papers, he would throw away his

peace and his high position at Court, and his honorable
name—and for what? simply that people might laugh at

him.
" What do I care? " he cried. " I shall be avenged."
"My dear," sjfie said slowly, "when a man does not

avenge himself at once in such cases, he never avenges
himself at all !

"

He halted in his long strides through the salon. He was
not a coward, but he felt that she was right. She struck a
second blow

:

" Do you know what disturbs me, my dear friend?" she
said. " It is that you are deceiving your wife all this time.

What reproaches, then, can you make to her? Your wife
unquestionably knows this fact. She will say that you set

the example, and then youj lips will be closed. I am in-

clined to think, cheri, that it is better for you that you are
here, with me, instead of killing them."
He dropped into his chair, overwhelmed by these frank

words, which seemed to him the voice of his own con-
science. She relapsed into silence, and then said softly

:

"Help me, dear; put me up a little on my pillows. J

have slipped way down in the bed, and my head is too
low."

When he had done what she asked, she drew a long
breath of relief, and went on to speak of the interest Paris
would feel in the suit he would bring against his wife.

The Countess would employ a lawyer^ and this lawyer
would speak of Nana. Ever3'thing that she had ever
done in her life would be recounted : her appearance at the
Varietes, h'^r Hotel and her life,—and she certainly would
not like that, though all the .'women of her acquaiatanc«
would be greatly pleased, of course.



She had again drawn his head down to her pillow, and
irfie whispered in his ear: '"-' ~ ' -

"Listen, dear. You must be reconciled with your
wife—''•-- ••--'^ -•.:'

Bxxi he rebelled at this. Never I It was too utterly
shameful. She insisted, however, but with great ten«

derness:
" You must be reconciled with your wife. I ask it bf '

you in the name of our love. You must do it for my sakel

I do not wish to hear it said that it is I who have taken
you from your home—it would give me too vile a name.
What would be thought of me ? No, you and your wife

must be friends again, completely and entirely,—you
understand. Only, you must promise me that you will

iove me forever, because—

"

Tears choked her. He intenaipted her by kisses, and
said:

" No, no ; it is impossible !

"

" Yes, yes," she answered. " I insist, after all, that she
s your wife, and it is not as if you deceived me for the
first one who came. And Duty before all,—is it not so?
Is there any other way of bringing your wife again into

the strait and narrow path ? I beg of you to do me this

favor."

She talked in this way until her strength was exhausted,
Xiving him the best possible advice. She even spoke of

ixod and Heaven. He might have thought her to be Mon-
sieur V6not, when the old man read him a sermon with
the hope of turning him from sin.

She, however, did not speak of a rupture. She preached
of complaisance, of good-natured blindness on the part of

both husband and wife; kindly feelings between herself
and the wife

;
peace and quiet—something like a happy

Bleep amid the inevitable annoyances of life.

This would in no way change their lives. He would
etUl be preferred by her to all other men ; onlv he would
not come to her quite so often^and would spend more time
with tha Countess. Tlius everything disagreeable would
be avoided. The world would not gossip ^ Uie CoUntees
would not be made unhappy; and a sponge would be
passed over this miserable aftair which nad givco every
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body so much trouble. She drew a long breath as sb«

finished, and then added, in a faint voice

:

" My conscience will be appeased. I shall feel that I

have done a good action. You will love me all the more."
Then came a long silence. She had closed her eyes and

become very pale. MufTat was silent, saying to himself

that he must not excite her. After a few minutes she
opened her eyes again. She murmured

:

" But the money ? Where will you get money if you
quarrel now ? Labordette came yesterday about the note.

Besides I need everything. I literally have nothing to

put on."

Her eyes closed ; she lay as if dead. Muffat's features

contracted with absolute anguish. In this last great blow
he had forgotten—totally forgotten—his financial dif-

ficulties, from which he saw no way of escape. Notwith-
standing the distinct promises he had received, the nottf

for a hundred thousand francs, which had been once, re-

newed, had been put into circulation, and Labordetto

affecting utter despair, had thrown all the blame on
Francis, and declared that never again would he liave any
business relations with a man so inferior in education and
in position. This note must be paid. Tlie Count, of

course, would never allow it to be protested.

There were, besides Nana's exactions, a constant drain

upon him in other ways. When the Countess returned from
Fondettes, she had suddenly burst out in all sorts of

extravagances, and evinced a passion for luxury, which
had been hitherto totally unsuspected by her husband.

Society stood aghast at her caprices, and at the new
footing on which her house was established. Five hun-
dred thousand francs were sj)ent in the altsrations and
furnishing of the old Hotel Mcrosmesnil ; vast sums melted
away—utterly disapj^eared ; spent on her toilette, and
probably given away ; she did not condescend to render

any account. Twice Muffat began to question her, but
her manner was so singular, her smile so very unpleasant,

Ihat he did not venture on further interference, for fear of

some words on her part to which he could make no reply.'

He. who was ruining himself in the Avenue de Vilhers,

felt that he had no strength to arrest this other ruin going
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•n at his own fireside: Both husband and wife were de-

vouring their fortune at the two ends—thing?^ jr. fact, had
arrived at sucli a point that the Count, on accepting Da-
guenet from Nana's hand, reduced Estelle's dowry to two
hundred thousand francs, to which the young man. elated

as he was by his unexpected success, made no objection.

After eight days of intolerable anxiety, Muffat decided
that there was but one way for him to raise the money
necessary to pay this note held by Labordette—and tliat

was to sell Les Bordes, a magnificent estate valued at half

a million, bequeathed to the Countess by an uncle. To do
this, however, her signature was necessary. By their

marriage contract she herself could not alienate any of her

property without his consent. He had, determined to

speak of this signature to his wife, but now this could not

be done, for, of course, it would be impossible for him to

accept this expedient.

Nana, when she alluded to money, had made his

wound bleed anew. He perfectly well understood what
she meant, for he had been unwise enough—contemptible
enough—to tell her the precise condition of things, and to

epeak to her of his annoyance in tlie matter of this signa-

ture. - - - — '

Nana, however, did not se^m inclined to persist. She
did not open her eyes again. Seeing her io pale, lie was
frightened, and hastily ofi^ered her the bottle of ether.

She sighed and said, without, however, mentioning Dague-
net's name

:

"And when does the marriage take place ?
"

" The contract is to be signed in five days—on Tuesday,"
he replied.

Then, still with her eyes closed, as if it were night, and
she was thinking aloud, she said

:

" Of course, you see what you have to do. As for me, I

only wish to see every one contented."

He soothed her, as best he could. He saw that she

needed rest. He rebelled no more. This darkened room,

with its faint smell of ether, had, by degrees, lulled iiim

into a feeling that quiet was the best thing in the world.

His rage against his wife died away in the presence of this

p^e face which he so adored. He pressed his lips to her
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forehead, while a faint smile of victory flitted over hef
face.

But Dr. Tavern ier appeared.
"And how is the dear creature ? " he said, familiarly, to

Mufiat, whom he treated as the husband and master of

the house. " She has had trouble, but we will soon bring
her round again."

The doctor was a handsome man, of about thirty-five,

and had a magnificent clientele in the world of gallantry.

Always cheerful and on friendly terms with these ladies,

he sent them in enormous bills, and exacted strict pay-
ment. Nana sent for him two or three times each week,
always tren)bling at the idea of Death, and confiding to him
some trifling ailment which he laughed at and cured; but
this was of more consequence.

" When do you think she will be up again ?

"

"Oh, not for a fortnight; but you need not be
anxious."

Muffat was about to leave, feeling very sad at seeing

his poor Nana so ill. She recalled him and extended her
hand, and said softly, with a tenderly threatening air:

" You know what I said, and I meant it. I will not
receive you again, unless you make peace with youi
wi&."

1
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CHAPTER XIX.

teECbUNTESS SABINE*S^1^

THE CJountess Sabine wished licr daughter's contract
to be signed on Tuesday, to inaugurate by a fete the

restoration of the Hotel, whose painted walls were as yet
hardly dry. Five hundred invitations were issued; all

circles were represented. That very morning the uphol-
sterers put up the curtains, and just as the chandeliers were
lighted at nine o'clock, the architect, accompanied by the
Countess, gave his final directions. It was one of those
spring fetes which have a charm of their own. The warm
June eveiiing allowed the doors into the garden to be left

wide opeii, and the dancing even extended to the lawn.
When th^ first guests arrived and were received by the
Count and the Countess, they were struck dumb by
amazement. They could with difficulty recall the salpu
with which they had been familiar-^—that antique apart-

ment, with its atmosphere of religious severity, its massiys
mahogany furhitiite and hanging of yellow velvet, and its-

ceiling stained with dampness. Now, from the entrance,
the floors wore exquisitely inlaid, and the marble stairs

protected by beautifully carved railings. The salon was
hung with Genoa velvet, drawn up in the centre of the
ceiling by an enormous decoration by Boucher, for which
the architect nad paid one hundred thousand francs when
the Chateau de Vaucham was sold. Lustres blazed and
mirrors reflected the light that fell oi. all sorts of rare and
precious things. It seemed as if the Countess were now
seeking, by excess of light, to make amends for the ob-

scurity in which so much of her life had been spent. It

was as if the one luxurious chair—Sabine's own—had been
enlarged until it filled the whole H6tel with enervating
indolence.

The orchestra was placed in the garden, by an open
window. They played a waltz, whose rhythm floated over
the salon and the garden, which last was lighted with

23
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Venetian lanterns. In the centre of the lawn was a tent

Avhere the supper tables were spread. This waltz was the.

one whose melody ran through La Blonde Venus and
tilled the Hotel with its gay rhythm. It was as if some
leudly wind came in from the street, and swept away all

the dead Past from out the haughty dwelling, carrying

away Avith it the honor and tlie faith of the Muffat family.

The old friends of the Count's motlier gathered together

near the chimney^ feeling dazzled and out of place. They
formed a little group apart from the others. Madame du
Joncquoy went into the dining-room, where she saw not

one familiar thing. Madame Chantereau looked with utter

stupefaction into the garden, which seemed to her to be
double its former size. Very soon they began to murmur
among themselves, and some very bitter things were said.

" What would the Comtesse say, were she to come to life

again ? " exclaimed Madame Chantereau. " Think of her

face, were she to walk in and look at these people ! Just
think, too, of the money that must have been spent ! It is

perfectly scandalous !

"

" Sabine is mad !

" answered Madame du Joncquoy. " Did
you notice her at the door ? But you can see her from
here. She wears all her diamonds."
The two ladies rose from their chairs, and examined the

Comtesse, who wore white and a quantity of superb Eng-
lish point. She was marvellously lovely, youthful, and
gay, with a perpetual smile. Near her stood the Count,
smiling also, but very pale and very quiet.

"Well! well! who would have thought it?" resumed
Madame Cliantereau. "I remember the day when he was
so absolutely master here, that she would not have ven-
tured to buy a footstool without his permission. I never
saw any one so changed in my life, as Sabine. Do you
remember once that she refused to have her salon done
over? and now she has had the whole hotel, from attic to

cellar, utterly transformed !

"

They relapsed into silence as Madame de Chezolles

passed with several young men, "who were admiring every-

thing.
" Delicious !

" " Exquisite !
" " Such perfect taste

!

"

She answered, over her shoulder

:

i

\
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" What did I tell you ? There is nothing so superb as

one of these old houses newly decorated, particularly if no
expense has been spared !

"

The two old ladies seated themselves again, and began
to talk, in subdued voices, of this marriage which aston-
ished every one so much. Estelle had just passed them,
in her robe of pale, rose-colored silk, her face as calm and
impassive as ever, and her figure quite as thin and stiff.

She had accepted Daguenet with indifference, seeming to

feel neither joy nor sorrow^as cold and as white as on
those wintry evenings, when she had placed an extra log

on the fire. All this fete, though given for her,—these
lights and flowers—this music,—left her unmoved,
"An adventurer, I am told," whispered Madame de

Chantereau. " I don't even know him by sight."
" Hush ! there he is

!

" answered Madame du Joncquoy,
with her lips close to her friend's ear.

Daguenet, who had seen Madame Hujon come in with
her two sons, hurried toward her to offer his arm. He
accosted her almost with tenderness, as if gratitude were,

in a measure, due to her for his good fortune.

"Thank you," she said, as she seated herself in the

corner by the mantel. " Do you know that you have
placed me in my old seat? "

" You know him, then ? " asked Madame du Joncquoy,
when Duguenet left her.

"Certainly, and a charming young man he is, too!

Georges is very fond of him. He belongs to an excellent

family."

And the good lady proceeded to defend him against the

hostility which she intuitively felt. His father, she said,

had been a Prefect under Louis Philippe, and was much
beloved by that monarch. He had been possibly a little

dissipated, and was said to have lost everything, but a rich

imcle would leave him a handsome fortune. Her hearers

shook their heads doubtfully, while Madame Hujon reiter-

ated again and again her assertion that his family was a

most honorable one. She then went on to complain of

fatigue, and said she had been living for a month in La
Rue Richelieu, much occupied by business; and a shade
of sadness was perceptible in her smile.
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But Madame Chantereau returned to the marriage.
" It is really very singular," she said ;

" Estelle had a right

to a much more distinguished marriage."
There was a movement among the crowd ; a place was

being made for a quadrille. Light dresses floated by amid
black-coated men, while jewels flashed, and plumes waved,
lace shimmered and flowers trembled on their stalks. It

was very warm, and ladies seated against the walls were
using iheir fans freely. Guests were constantly arriving

announced by the valets, and men with tired women on
their arms, were vainly looking for chairs. Floods of rich

tissues and laces blocked the doorways; every one was
politely resigned, and thus kept up the fiction of enjoy-

ment. Through the garden flitted airy figures, moving to

the rhythm of the music.
Steiner had just met La Foucarmont and La Faloise,

and stood drinking a glass of champagne before the buflet.
" It is immensely chic,^^ said La Faloise, looking up at

the lent of violet silk, drawn on gilt arrows. " It looks
like the gilt gingerbread at a Fair. Yes, that is just it—

a

Fair and gilt gingerbread !

"

La Faloise now sneered at everything, adopting the r61e

of a young man who had seen all that life could give, and
realized most fully its wortlilessness.

"'What would poor Vandeuvres think, were he to ap-

pear? "said Foucarmont. "You remember how he used
to mope in front of that chimney ? He nearly died of the
dulneos of this house."

" For heaven's sake, don't talk of Vandeuvres !
" said La

Faloise. " He was a selfish fellow, and his very name had
best be forgotten !

"

" Did you see Nana come in ? " said Steiner, " Oh \ such
an entree as it was. She embraced the Comtesse, and,

when the newly-tngaged pair went up to her, she blessed

them and said to Paul :
' You must thank me for this

!

'

And you did not see it? It was the most magnificent

thing of the season !

"

The two others listened to him in open-mouthed aston-

ishment, and then began to laugh. He was enchanted
with his joke.

" I think you believed me for a moment. But I assura
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vou it was Nana that made the match, and she ought to

nave been here if she is not! Besides, is she not in the

family?"
The Hujon brothers were approaching and he checked

himself; but presently they all began to talk freely.

Georges lost his temper with Steiner, who, he said, was too

fond of gossip. But Steiner insisted that Nana had made
Muffat accept one of her old friends as a son-in-law. Phil-

ippe calmed his brother, and the men left the buffet and
strolled down the garden-walk. La Faloise stared at all

the women as if he had been at Mabille. He met Leonide
de Chezelles and laughed and talked loudly with her.

They encountered Monsieur Venot at the end of a winding
path in solemn conference with Daguenet. This was, in

their eyes, a great joke—he was confessing the young man,
probably. The men then went back to the salon, or rather

stood just outside looking in,

" By Jove !
" said La Faloise, " it must be pretty warm in

there.'"

They half closed their eyes, for the light was dazzling,

coming in, as they had, from the darkness of the garden

;

but they caught sight, nevertheless, of the Marquis de
Chouard, whose tall figure towered above the shorter men
about him. His face was pale and grave under his scanty

white hair. Every one knew that he professed to be so

scandalized by the conduct of his son-in-law, that he did

not allow his name to be mentioned in his presence, and
Avould not enter the hotel. If he had consented to appear
that evening, it was as a concession to his grand-daughter,

for he disapproved of this marriage, and had spoken in-

dignantly of the disorganization of society, and the shamC'
ful compromises of the present day.

" The end can't be far off," said Madame du Joncquoy
in Madame Chantereau's ear. " This jille, they say, has

bewitched this unhappy Count; and we have always
thought him so noble and so good. His mother would
have died of it."

" Yes, he is ruining himself," answered Madame Chante-
reau. " My husband has a note of his in his hands.

Do you know that he lives entirely in the Avenue de

Villiers now ? All Paris is talking about it. I have r»Q
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ex3use to offer for Sabine, although I know that he haa
given her much reason for complaint, but her extravagance

is unequalled, she throws her money out of the Avindow.''
" It is not money alone that she is throwing away," the

other lady said, sadly ;
" they are both plunging head over

heels into folly, my dear."

A gentle voice interrupted them. It was Monsieur
Venot, who had quietly seated himself behind them. He
had heard what they had said, and murmured softly:

" Why so despairing ? God often manifests Himself
when to human eyes all is lost."

His smile displayed his bad teeth. He was quietly

looking at the downfall of this house which he for so long

a time had ruled. He had probably felt, after the death
of the Countess, and the escape of Muffat and Sabine from
his hands, that only some tremendous catastrophe could

place them again under his control. After his sojourn at

Fondettes, he, therefore, ceased to struggle, calmly biding

his time, accepting everything : the Count's mad passion

for Nana, Fauchery's devotion to the Countess, and, finally,

Estelle's marriage to Daguenet. In all these things he
saw his way to power ; he was more assiduous than ever,

quieter and more mysterious, knowing well that great dis-

order of life ultimately tends very often to greater devo-

tion.
" I assure you," he continued, in a low voice, *' that our

friend is always guided by the deepest religious fervor, he
has given me the most convincing proofs of this If some-
times his common sense fails him, and his reason is per-

verted, it is only another proof sent by heaven itself
—

"

" Well !
" interrupted Madame du Joncquoy. " In my

opinion he ought first to be reconciled with his wife."
" Unquestionably ; and I trust this reconciliation will

take place before long."

The two old ladies questioned him still further, but he
became very humble, and said that only Heaven could point

out the way. All that he himself wished was to avoid

public scandal. Religion would tolerate weakness so long

as le8 convenances were respected.
'' But," said Madame du Joncquoy, " how comes it that

fnu, whose voice certainly has a right to be heard in this
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house, hafe not tried to prevent poor Estelle from falling

u prey to this adventurer? "

The little old man assumed an air of the greatest sur-

prise.

''An adventurer? " he repeated, *' I assure you that yon
are laboring under the greatest misconception, Monsiein
Daguonefis a most meritorious young man, I know hini

thoroughly. He is desirous to live a new life, and in

Estelle he will find a true guide !

"

" Oh ! Estelle !

" murmured Madame Chantereau, disdain-
fully. " I think that the dear child never formed a wish
of her OMMi in her life. She is thoroughly insignificant."

These words brought a smile to Monsieur Venot's lips,

hut he did not see fit to express his opinion of the bride. He
felt, indeed, that he had said too much already, and there-

fore dropped his eyelids, and sat in the obscurity of his

corner, behind all these ladies. Madame Hujon, who had
listened in silence, said to the Marquis de Chouard, when
he came up to pay his respects:

" These ladies are too severe. Life is a hard thing for

almost every one. Do j'^ou not think, my friend, that we
ought to pardon a great deal to othere, if we ourselves

wish to be forgiven?"
The Marquis was considerably annoyed for a moment.

He feared tiiere was more meaning in her words than
appeared on the surface. But the good lady's smile was
-o sad, that he presently recovered and said:

"There are faults that should never be excused. It is by
forgiving such that we reach the edge of the abyss. We
owe an example—

"

Madame Hujon checked him with uplifted hand.
" I forgot, my friend, that you were so very good your-

relf But tliis is dismal talk for a ball-room ; and I wisli

every one to be gay, for gaycty and youth are two beauti-

ful things.*'

The ball was becoming more and more animated. The
old hotel seemed to thrill with the fSte as the floor

vibrated to the measured step of the dancers.

Occasionally a fair woman's face would flash out from
the crowd as she danced—her eyes bright and her lips

half i)arted with enjoyment. The heat was intense and
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Madame du Joncquoy declared that there was no sense in

it. It was utter nonsense to pile five hundred persons

into rooms that could hold only two hundred with comfort.

It would have been better to sign the contract in La Place

du Carrousel.
" It is another evidence of the bad manners of the

present day," said Madame Cliantereau. "Once, such occa-

sions were regarded as so eolemn that only relatives

were present; but now, if the salons were not crowded—if

the whole world were not invited, then the soiree is pro-

nounced cold and dull."

"People wish to parade their luxury; to show their

wealth, and to bring together all the scum of Paris • it is

therefore only natural that homes and households snould
be demoralized. As for themselves," these ladies went on
to say, " they did not know fifty people in the room.
Where on earth did they all come from? VVho were^they?"
Young girls in low-necked dresses ! One woman had a
gold dagger planted in her chignon, while her form was
encased In jet embroidery, like a coat of mail. Another
wore such clinging skirts that every line of her figure was
plainly defined ; this was especially noticeable after the
bouffante drapery of the previous season. All the world
of pleasure was represented there. All those p^rions whom
a tolerant mistress of a house gathers together—where
great names and great shames elbow each other, alike

carried away by the same thirst for pleasure,

"A most stylish creature is this same Countess," said

La Faloise; "she looks ten years younger than het
daughter,"
Fauchery appeared at that momeut. As & habitu6 of

the house he had taken the liberty of going through the
dining-room to avoid the crowd. Rose had taken pos-
session of him in the beginning of the winter and he
divided his time between the singer and the Countess,
weary of both, and undecided which to leave. Sabine
flattered his vanity, but he found Rose infinitely more
jimusing. In reality, the little woman had a true passiou
tor him, and all a wife's tenderness, which fact was cleax

to Mignon, and at which he was none too well pleased.

Fauch^ry shook hands with the Hujons, with Foucaj*
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mont and with Steiner ; they began to talk together,

Steiner had stopped to hear how Nana was, and now gave
his report. She was better, but had not yet left her room.
Then, dropping their voices they asked each other ques-
tions in regard to Muffat. He had been seen leaving
Nana's house; so their quarrel was made up, and this was
why he seemed so happy. Fauchery, however, looked pre-

occupied. That morning he had had a scene with Rose,
who had told him bluntly that she had sent the letter to

the Count, and advised him not to go to the ball. After

some hesitation, he had decided to go; but he was nervous,
and not quite sure of himself. He was busy wondering
what effect Nana's reconciliation with the Count would
have.

" What has gone wrong ? " said Philippe to him. " You
seem to be ill."

"I? Oh, no; not in the least. I liave been hard at

work, and that is the reason why I come so late.''

Then, coldly, with that absolute heroism Avhich often

underlies the common tragedies of life, he added

:

" I have not yet said good-evening to my host and host-

ess, and politeness is the first duty of man."
And with a nod, he made his way through the crowd.

Tiie valet had ceased to make any announcements, but the
Count and Countess still lingered near the door. He joined
them, while the little knot of men whom he had left out-
side the door k-^ading to the garden stood on tiptoe, curious
and spiteful, for Nana had gossiped a little.

"The Count has not seen him yet," said Georges..
' Wait—he will turn around in a minute. Yes, he has!"
The orchestra was again playing the waltz from La

Blonde Venus. Fauchery bowed low before the Countess..

She smiled serenely. Then he stood a moment. The
Count's back was turned from him. Fauchery waited,
calm and very pale. The Count that night was especially

dignified in his manner. When he turned and his eyes
fell on the Journalist, he started and drew himself up a
little. For some seconds the two men looked at each
other, and it was Fauchery who first extended his hand.
Muffat took it very slowly. Sabine stood in front of them,
her eyes cast doAvn,a smile on her lips, and the enervating
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etrains of the waltz from La Blonde Venus filling the
room.

" It is all going on right," said Stein cr.

"Have tliey each other's hands still?" asked Foucaif-

montj in surprise.

A sudden recollection hrought a sudden flush to

Fauchery's pale cheeks, as Muffat's fingers touched his.

He recalled the property room at the theatre. The dull,

greenish light, and its shabby bric-a-brac covered with
dust. He remembered how the Count had looked, as he
etood there, with the egg-cnp in his hand, endeavoring to

shake off his doubts and suspicions. To-day Muffat no
longer doubted. Another corner-stone of his honor had
fallen. Tlicn Fauchery, relieved of his fears and seeing

that the good spirits of the Countess were perfectly sincere,

felt a strong desire to laugh. The whole situation seemed
to him positively droll.

" There she is
!

" cried La Faloise, under his breath.

He never allowed a joke to drop, if he thought it a good
one.

" There is Nana over there. Did you see her come in ?
"

"Do hold your tongue, idiot!" murmured Philippe.
" I tell you, when that waltz is played she is always on

hand. Can't you see lier embracing the three—the Coun-
tess, the Count and Fauchery? I declare such family
scenes make me sick."

Estelle ap{)roached the group.
Fauchery complimented her while she stood, straight

and stiff, in her rustling pink robe, wide open round
eyes, with a vague look in them. She glanced at her
mother, and then at her father. Daguenet exchanged a
cordial pressure of the hand with the Journalist. They
all looked tranquil, smiling and content with themselves
and each other. A little behind stood Monsieur Venot,
watching them with keen but bland attention, rejoicing in
the paths which Providence was opening.
But the strains of the waltz rose higher and higher,

dancers floated around the room—through the windows
dark figures were seen, momentarily lighted by the red
glare from the lanterns. The reserved gayety in which
Fauchery had participated, in that rigid-looking room, had
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developed by degrees into the wild excitement and luxury
of this fete. Among the drunkards of the Faubourgs, it

is the thirst for alcohol that deprives their families of

bread, and brings them down to degradation and poverty.

Here, amid all this display of wealth, it was this waltz

which sounded the knell of an old race; wliile Nana^
though invisible, permeated the ball-room, floating on the

cadence of her insidious music.

It was on the day of the marriage at the church that

Count Muffat was reconciled to his wife. That evening
the Countess was surprised to see him enter her chamber,
where he had not been for two years. She recoiled at

first, but continued to smile. He was much embar-
rassed, and she read him a little moral lecture. She said

that Religion commanded mutual forgiveness, and they

tacitly agreed to preserve their liberty. By degrees they

approached business. He was the first to speak of selling

Les Bordes. She at once consented. They both needed
money. They would divide the proceeds. Their recon-

ciliation thus became,complete. Mufi'at's religious terrors

were greatly alleviated.

That day, about two o'clock, Nana was asleep. Zoe

knocked at her door. The sweet air of the lovely summer
afternoon came in at the open windows, over which the

light curtains were drawn. She opened her eyes, and
said:

"Who is it?"

Zoe was about to answer, but Daguenet came in and an-

nounced himself. Nana half lifted herself from the couch

where she lay, and, dismissing the femme de chambre, she

Baid:
" Why, what on earth does this mean ? Is not this your

wedding-day ?
"

He, surprised at tlie obscurity of the room, stood silent

for a moment with his hat in his hand, white gloved and

white cravated. He answered slowly

:

" Yes, it is I."

"What do you want?"
" I have come to you for your congratulations and youf

ndvice."

She extended both hands to him?



titO K A X A ,

"Ah ! you thought of me, then ? Even in the church
perhaps. Well, I am glad to see you fgain—it may be I'oi

the last time 1

"

They talked and jested. The breeze filled the lace cur-
tains like sails, and the voices of children at play on the
Avenue were heard.

Daguenet returned to the Muffat Hotel for lunch, and
then he and his wife departed on their wedding-journey.
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CHAPTER XX.

THE SHADOW OF THE END.

JN the beginning of the winter, Comte Muffat, who waa
to have accompanied Nana to a fancy ball, came just

ftt twilight to tell her, that he had received a sudden and
unexpected summons to the Tuileries. He found the Hotel
quite dark, and heard the servants laughing in their quar-
ters. He ran lightly up the stairs. Through the stained glass

came a soft, rosy light. The door of the salon opened on
noiseless hinges. All the beautiful sculptures and paintings
were basking in the slumbrous quiet. And there he beheld
Nana talking tenderly to Georges. There was no possible

denial. He uttered a low cry of agony and stood motionless.

Nana started up, and, grasping his arm, drew him into the
next room, in order to give Georges time to fly. She did not
know what she said. She was also angry with herself for be-

ing caught in this way. Such folly as it was, too, to have thia

scene, for the sake of a schoolboy who could not even buy
her a daily bunch of violets, so closely did his mother hold
the purse-strings. It was too much. Georges had threat-

ened to kill himself in a paroxysm of jealousy against his

brother, and she had only endeavored to soothe him. This
would teach her, she thought, never to be so amiable again 1

The room into which she had hurried Muffat was per-

fectly dark. She felt her way to the bell and pulled it

violently. It was all Julien's fault. If there had been a

lamp in the salon, nothing of this would have happened.
" Do be more reasonable !

' she said to the Count, as Zoe
lighte<l the lamp.
The Count was seated with his hands loosely hanging at

his side, his eyes fixed on the ground. He trembled from
head to foot, shivering with horror. This silent grief

touched Nana. She tried to console him.
" Yes, I was wrong—I know it perfectly well. You see

I am sorry. I really had no idea that you would take it

»o much to heart. Now do be good and forgive me."
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She was crouching at his feet and clapped her handa
as if for pardon. Then, as he became more like himself

and drew a long breath, she became more and more
coaxing and submissive, and gave a last excuse with all

gravity

:

" You see, dear child,—can't you understand ? I never
san be unsympathetic,"
The Count allowed himself to be wheedled. He onlj!

exacted that Georges should be sent away. He forgave

her for the second time. But all illusions were dead, and
he longer believed in the fidelity she had so often sworn.
The next day Nana deceived him again, and he kept her
only because he dreaded the emptiness of life without her.

Then his penance began.
It was at this period of her life that Nana especially as-

tonished Paris by her splendor. She displayed to the
amazed city the most insolent luxury, and the most abso-

lute contempt for money. Her Hotel was like a gigantic*

forge, which melted all the fortunes which came within her
reach. She had but to breathe upon gold to transmute it

mto a fine dust which the wind swept away. Never had
such a passion for expenditure been witnessed—a frenzy to

possess only to destroy. The Hotel was a vast abyss, into

which men, their names, and their fortunes disappeared,
without leaving one trace behind them. This fille with
the tastes of a parrot, always crunching radishes and pra-

lines, rejecting meat, and emptying pots of sweetmeats-
had bills for five thousand francs monthly merely for the
table. In the kitchen there was a grand system of pillage

Victorine and Fran9ois reigned there, and invited their

friends whenever, and as many, as they pleased ; feeding,

beside, a host of relations outside, Julien insisted on a per-

centage from all the furnishers, to that degree that when a
pane of glass was set that cost thirt}' sous, they were obliged
to give him twenty. Charles sold the oats he bought for the
horses, and bought twice the amount of fodder they con-
sumed, selling at the rear that which entered the sta-

bles by the front door. And, amid this general pillage

—

of this terrible sack of a town carried by assault—Zo6
contrived to conceal the thefts of others that she might
the better hide her own.
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But there was quite as much wasted as stolen. Tlie

food of the previous day was tlirown away in the morning ;

provisions were allowed to spoil ; the sugar was piled u]>

in the glasses ; the gas burned all the time. Constant negli-

gence and a succession of careless accidents, all hastened
the approach of the inevitable ruin of an establishment
which was devoured by so many hungry mouths.
In Madame's rooms the same thing went on ; robes that

xJost ten thousand francs were worn once or twice and for-

gotten, then sold by Zoe; jewels that ceased to please
disappeared from the drawers as if they had crumb-
led away ; stupid purchases, the novelties of one day, foi--

gotten the next, were swept into a corner, and finally into

the street. Nana could never see anything very expensive
without being crazy to have it for her very own ; and thus
she gathered about her a continual succession of precious
trifles and masses of flowers, ail the better pleased when
her caprice of the hour cost enormously. Nothing re-

mained with her, however ; all that she did not break, she
ruined in one way or another with her little white hands;
a pile of nameless debris, of muddy rags and torn frag-

ments marked her way. Her bills with her tradespeople

were enormous—twenty thousand francs to the milliner,

thirty thousand at a lingerie establishment, twelve thou-

sand at her boot-maker's ; her stable cost her fifty thousand,
and in six months she had run up at her dressmaker's a
bill amounting to one hundred and twenty thousand
francs. Without any increase in her retinue of servants,

her expenses, which Labordette had estimated at four

hundred thousand francs, reached that year one million,

which staggered even herself, and she could in no way
understand where a sum of such magnitude bad dis-

appeared. All her masculine friends, shovel in the gold

as they might, could not fill the enormous cavity wliich

continually yawned in her Hotel.

Nana was now absorbed in a new caprice. Sh© had for

a long time been haunted by a desire to refurnish her
sleeping-room ; she thought she had at last succeeded in

obtaining a good idea. The room was to be hung with
velvet, tea-rose in tint, drawn up to the ceiling in the shape
of a tent, and trimmed with cords and tassels of gold and
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gold lace. This seemed to her both rich and sentimental,

and also very becoming to the tone of her complexion.

But the room was a mere accessory to the bed, which was
a prodigy. Nana dreamed of one such as had never been

seen before, one before which all Paris should bow—

a

Throne and an Altar. It should be of gold and silver, in

repousse work, like a great jewel casket, golden roses

thrown in handfuls on a trellis of silver. Exquisitely

carved cupids ©hould hold the curtains, and look down
with wonder in their eyes. She had talked with Labordette

and he had sent her two goldsmiths. The designs were

already in progress : the bed would cost fifty thousand
francs, and Muffat should give it to her for her New Year's

gift. As to the room itself, its decorations would cost

thirty thousand francs, and somebody would pay that

amount for her, she did not as yet, in the least, know who;
Nana was at a loss to understand why it was that in this

torrent of gold she was always in want of silver. Some
days she was seriously inconvenienced by the need of a

few louis. Then she borrowed from Zoe, or she got them
as best she could. But before resorting to any extreme
measures she extracted from the men in the house every

sou they had, literally enrrptying their pockets even to the

sous, with the air of thinking it all an excellent joke. For
three months she helped herself in this way from Philippe's

pockets, and now, when he came, he left his portemonnaie
oehind him. At last, becoming bolder, she asked him to

lend her two hundred francs or three hundred francs, never
more, to pay some small but pressing bills ; and Philippe,

who was treasurer of his regiment, in July, brought the

money the next day, and expressed his regret that he was
so poor; for good Madame Hujon treated both her sons

with singular severity. At the end of three months, these

little loans, so often renewed, amounted to some ten thou-

sand francs. The Captain still retained his rich full laugh,

but was beginning to look thin and careworn ; a look

from Nana transfigured him always however. She intox-

icated him with her bewitching glances ; and this brought
him to her preseace whenever he could escape from his

^nilitary duties.

One evening Nana, having said that she was also named



NANA^ 883

fhcr&tfe, and that her f6te fell on the 15th of October, these

ft.entlemen all sent her cadeaux. Captain Philippe brought
nil? own—an antique drageoir of porcelaine de Saxe,

mounted in gold, for which he had paid three hundred /

franis. He found her alone in her dressing-room, wrapped
in her peignoir, examining the presents, which were all

placed upon a table. She had already broken a flagon of

rock crystal, in trying to uncork it
" Oh ! you are too good !

" she said, as she saw the dra-

geoir ;
" what is it ? oh ! show it to me. Are you a child

that you should put your money into such things as that!

"

She scolded him because she knew him to be poor ; but
she was none the less pleased at seeing him spend so

much for her. This was the only proof of affection for

which she cared. She held the drageoir in her hand, exam-
ining it all the time to see how it was made, opening it

and shutting it.

" Take cure," he said ; "it is very fragile."

But she shrugged her shoulders. Did he think that she

was butter-fingered ? And as she spoke the frame-work
rested in her hands ; but the lid lay shattered at her feet.

She stood aghast, saying only

:

" Oh ! It is broken."
Then she began to laugh. It was so odd to see the frag-

ments scattered over the floor. Her laugh was that of a
mischievous, naughty child who takes pleasure in destruc-

tion. Philippe was very pale, for Nana little knew the

anguish that this trifle had cost him. When she saw how
disturbed he was, she tried to control herself.

" It was not my fault. It was cracked. I am sure it

was cracked. But did you see how it danced over the

floor ?"

And she burst into another laugh. But when she saw
chat the young man's eyes were liilcd with tears she grev
serious.

" How foolish you are !
" she exclaimed. " I like you

just as much. If things were never broken the shop-

keepers would never sell anything ! After all, things were

made to be broken. Now, look at this fan. Just see how
frail it is

!"

She snatched a fan and dashed it open. The silk tore

24
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directly in two. This seemed to excite her. To show hini

that she attached no imj^ortance to her other gifts, she,

after sjDoihng his, hegan to test everything upon the tabic,

and destroyed them one after the other, by way of proving
that nothing was solid. A strange light illuminated her
vacant eyes ; her parted lips showed her white teeth ; hei

flannel dressing-gown set off her white throat and hands.
Finally when all was shattered and gone, she, with a
brighter color in her cheeks, struck the table with her hand»
and, with her nervous laugh, cried out with childish glee:

" We have finished ! There is nothing more to break !

"

Then Philippe, as much carried away as herself by this

thirst for destruction, smiled blandly upon her. She said

me had not been as much amused for a long time ; and
then with her arms hanging, she added, coaxingly

:

" Can you bring me ten louis to-morrow, dear ? My
baker torments me to pay his bill."

He turned very pale, and, looking agitated, said very
gravely :

" I will try."

Then came a long silence. He went to the window and
pressed his forehead against the cool glass. After some
ten minutes he turned around, and said, slowly :

" Nana, you ought to marry me."
This idea struck her as so excessively droll that she

sank into a chair to laugh.
" My dear boy," she said, " are you quite out of your

head ? Because I ask you for ten louis, is that any reason

why you should offer me your hand ? Never I I love

you too well. Would not that be an absurdity ?"

And as Zo6 came in at that moment they said no more.

The femme de chambre instantly saw the condition of the

presents upon the table. In a moment or two she asked

if she should take away those things. Nana told her, " of

course ;" Zoe gathered them up in her apron ; and pre*

Bently in the kitchen, the servants were dividing the d^bria
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CHAPTER XXI.

RUIN AND DESPAIR.

THAT day Georges managed to enter the Hotel. Fran
9ois allowed him to pass, although he knew that

Nana had distinctly forbidden the boy to enter her house.

He softly entered her room and heard his brother's voice,

and the offer of marriage. He was so overwhelmed that he
went away with a sensation as of a lump of ice on his

brain. But when he reached his own room—which was
above his mother's in La Rue Richelieu—he Ijurst into a

paroxysm of boyish, passionate sobs. Now there was no
longer room for doubt. The idea ofNana marrying Philippe

was simply horrible to him. Each time he thoui'ht him-
self calmed down, a new access of rage assailed him, and
he threw himself upon his bedwith muttered oaths. The
whole day passed in this way. He sent word to hia

mother that he was suffering with a headache and must
not be disturbed. But the night was more terrible still.

If his brother had been in the house he would certainly

have gone to his room and killed him.
When day broke, he made up his mind to kill himself.

About ten o'clock he went out—he could not rest. He
roamed for hours about Paris, feeling that before he died

he must see Nana once more. About three o'clock he went
to the Hotel in the Avenue Villiers.

About noon Madame Hujon had been struck down by a^

frightful piece of intelligence: Philippe was in prison. He
had been arrested the previous evening on the accusation

of having stolen twelve thousand francs from the safe

belonging to his regiment. For three months he had been
appropriating small sums with the hope of repaying them,
concealing the deficit by false entries, and this fraud waa
always successful, in consequence of the carelessness of the

other officers. The old lady's first words were a maledio*
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tion upon Nana. She knew Philippe's liaison, and her

recent sadness was due to her constant fear of a catas-

trophe, but she had never thought of disgrace, and now she

felt that had she not refused him money, he would never

have been guilty of this crime. She fell upon a sofa, her

limbs struck by paralysis, sobbing at her uselessness,

nailed there to die, in the hour of the downfall of their

honor. Her only comfort was in thinking of Georges: he
Avas left to her, he could act, and possibly save them.

Then, refusing all help, she dragged herself up the stairs,

eager for the sympathy that she knew awaited her there.

But she found the room empty, and one of the servants

said that Master Georges went out early. She looked

around and read the whole story in the disorder of the

room. She felt that a new disaster was close at hand.
Georges was with that woman. With tragic calmness the

poor mother left her house, and went to reclaim her son.

All that morning Nana had had a series of annoyances.
First there was the baker, who at nine o'clock appeared
<rith his bill—a poor little bill of one hundred and thirty-

three francs, which she could not settle, royal as were her

surroundings. It had been presented at least twenty
times, and the servants sided with tlie baker, Frangois

said that if he did not make a great scene, Madame
would never pay him. Charles told him that he him-
self would settle a little account of his own which was
behind hand, while Victorine advised him to watch for

Monsieur, and get the money out of him. Julien, the

Maltre d'Hotel, undertook to defend Madame: she was very
ckic, he said; and then the cook declared that he was a

little in love with Madame himself, at which he smiled,

conceitedly. The cook lost her temper entirely at this,

and declared that she loathed such women.
Frangois placed the baker in the vestibule, without

warning Madame, who suddenly met him as she was going

down to breakfast. He was insolent, but she took the bill

and told him to come again at three o'clock. Then he
departed, swearing to be punctual and to pay himself in

one way or another.

Nana breakfasted with a very poor appetite, and won-
dered all the time how she was to get rid of the man. At
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least ten times she had put away the money for this bill,

but each time it had melted away—one day (or flowers,

the next for a subscription in favor of an old gendarme.
She relied on Philippe, and was astonished not to see him
appear with the two hundred francs that he had promised.

He would certainly come, and then she could pay. It was
really most inlucky. The night before she had fitted out

Satin once again with at least twelve hundred francs worth
of robes and linen, and yet she had not a louis in the

world. But the Captain did not make his appearance.

About two o'clock, as Nana began to feel very uneasy,

Labordette appeared, bringing the designs for the bed.

This was quite a diversion, and Nana danced with joy.

The designs were spread on a table in the salon, and she

examined while Labordette explained them.

"This is the boat," he said; "in the centre is a cluster of

full-blown roses ; then a wreath of flowers and buds ; the

foliage will be in green gold and the roses in red. This is

the head-board, you see, and these are the cupid^ climbing

upon the silver trelUs."

But Nana interrupted him in great delight.
" That little fat cupid in the corner is perfectly lovely.

And this one too, he has eyes like a pig
!

"

She was in a fever of excitement. The goldsmiths had
said that no Queen had ever slept in a bed like that. But
there was a little difficulty. Labordette showed her two
designs for the footboard—one which repeated the boat;

the other was Night sleeping, wrapped in her veils, with a

watchful faun keeping guard over her in the distance.

Labordette said that it was intended to give to Night a

resemblance to herself. This idea, wretched as was its

taste, delighted her.

"You understand, of course, that you need only pose for

the head and shoulders," said Labordette.

She looked at him calmly.

"And why, prav? When a question arises of a work

of art I am wiHing to pose at any time and in any way

that the sculptor may consider desirable."

But he interrupted her.
" You understand that this last design will cost twelve

Uundred francs more than the other—"
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" What is that to nie? " she asked. " Has not my little

Muff plenty of money ?
"

It was by this pleasing name that she, when among her

intimates, designated the Comte Muffat ; and these gentle-

men would say to her, " Have you seen your little Muff
to-day ? " or " I thought I should see your little Muff here

this evening." She \/as very cautious, however, not to

allow any such familiarity in his presence.

Labordette rolled up the designs as he gave some last

explanations. Tiie goldsmiths agreed to give her thB bed
in six months, on or about Christmas day. Early the next

^veek the sculptor would come about the statuette of Night.

.\s she went out into the vestibule with him. Nana sud-

ilenly remembered the baker and said, abruptly

:

" Do you happen to have ten louis in your pocket? "

One of Labordette's principles was never to lend money
to women. He always made precisely the same answer:

" No, my dear ; I have not a sou. Shall I go to your
little Muff for you?"

" No ; that was unnecessary," she said ; two days before,

the Count had given her five thousand francs.

No sooner had Labordette gone, than the baker appeared,

although it was only half-past two as he seated himself on
the bench in the vestibule, swearing loud oaths. Nana
listened over the staircase, hidden behind the portiere of

her boudoir. She turned very pale, and suffered acutely

at the amusement of her servants. They were dying of

laughter in the kitchen ; the coachman was listening in

the court-yard ; Frangois made every possible excuse for

going into the vestibule, and each time had a word of en-

couragement for the baker. She felt herself alone and de-

serted, even by her servants. She had an idea of borrowing
the hundred and thirty-three francs from Zo6, but she now
relinquished it. She already owed her money, and was
too proud to risk a refusal. She threw back her head and
entered her chamber saying, aloud :

" My dear, you liave only yourself to rely upon. You
have clever wit and must make use of it to get you out of

5his difficulty. They shall not crush vou yet. Oh, noi

Not yet!"
And without ringing for her femme de chambre, ph«
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<lressed with feverish haste to go to La Tricon ; it was her
Bupreme rcvsourcc in times of great embarrassment. The
old woman always got money for her from the rich Eng-
lishmen in Paris, which Nana accepted or declined accord-
ing to her necessities; and whenever debts pressed she
was sure of finding twenty-five louis awaiting her there.

She went to La Tricon with as much nonchalance as poor
people go to the pawnbroker's.

'' He is a mean fellow—this Captain," she murmured,
as she tied the strings of her hat with nervous baste. " I

should like to know how much dependence is to be placed
on men who swear they adore you ; they have compelled
me to go to this woman."
But as she left her chamber she saw Georges standing

in the centre of the salon. She did not notice the waxen
pallor of his skin and the sullen fire in his large eyes.

She exclaimed, with a sigh of relief:

"Ah ! you came from your brother !

"

" No," said the boy, growing still paler. She shirugged
her shoulders, despairingly.

" What did he want, then ? Why did he stand in hei

path? She was in a hurry," she added, angrily. She
turned to the doorway.

" Have you anv money ?
"

" No."
" To be sure ! I know that ; I was a fool to ask. Never

enough to buy a bunch of radishes nor to pay six sous for

an omnibus fare; mamma won't allow it! Was there ever

Buch a set of men !

"

She ran toward the stairs; he snatched her hand—he
wished to speak to her; but she cried out that she had no
time to waste, but stood motionless when he said

:

" Listen to me ! I know that you intend to marry my
brother— "

This was so unexpected, and so unspeakably droll to

her, that she dropped into a chair, after a moment, and
laughed heartily.

" Yes," continued the lad ;
" and I came to say that you

should not marry him ! It is I who must be your hus-
band."
She listened, in a stupor of amazement
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" What ! you too have come to propose to mo? It seem«
to be a family disease ! I never heard such nonsense in
all my life ! You are mad—I will not marry either of
you!" ;.,.-,

Georges drew a long breath. He wondered if he had not
been mistaken. He began again

:

"Will you swear to me that my brother is not youi
aiend?"

"* What a bore you are
!

" cried the woman, impatiently,
»s she pulled on her gloves. " You were amusing for a
moment or two—but to persist in this way when you
know I am in a hurry ! It is none of your business who
my friends may be. Do you pay my bills that you ex-
pect me to render you an account of my movements?
Yes—your brother is my friend."

He shook her by the arm violently.
" Hush !

" he said, " don't say that—don't say that

again !

"

She gave him a push and released herself.

"Ah! you propose to beat me now, do you? Young
man ! have the goodness to walk out of that door ! I have
only allowed you to come here out of the purest good-
nature. I mean what I say, and you need not stare at me
in that way. It is a very long time since I ceased to take
the smallest interest in you. I have always regretted that

we were acquainted with each other—it was very silly,

and I am not quite sure that it was not wrong on my
part."

.^-.M.i ,..,;i
^ ,

.

He listened to her, with agony imprinted on every feature.

Each word struck him to the heart; he felt as if he were
dying. She did not even perceive his sufferings, and went
on, glad to i)our out on him all the annoyances of thft

morning.
' It was exactly like your brother !

" she said, angrily.

"He promised me two hundred francs this morning, and
nas not shown his face here. He never gives me money
enough to pay for my pomade, any way—^but to leavo ma
In such embarrassment is really too much. Stay—let mo
'jell you. Because of your brother'« failv re to keep hia
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promise, I am going out now, this minute, to get twenty-
five louis."

This was the last blow. He threw himself across the
door and implored her with clasped hands.
"No! no! "he cried.
" Very well," she answered. " Have you the money ?

"

No ; he had no money whatever. Never had he felt so
miserable, so useless, or so much of a child. He shivered
from head to foot. She saw this and was, at last, a little

touched. She moved him gently aside.
" I must go, dear. Be reasonable. You are a dear little

fellow—but, just now, I am greatly harassed by business
matters,—and do not tell your brother what I have just
told you. He need never know where I am going, I
always tell too much when I am angry."
She laughed ; then, drawing him toward her, she kissed

him on his brow.
"Good-bye, dear—good-bye forever. It is all over

between us two !

"

And she left him. He was standing in the centre of the
salon. Her last words sounded in his ears like a funeral
knell—" Good-bye forever. It is «11 over between us "

—

and the earth seemed to quiver beneath his feet. His per-

turbed brain no longer dwelt on what was in store for
Nana. He thought only of Piiilippe as Nana's friend. He
drew a long breath and looked around the room. His eyes
were hot and dry. Souvenirs came to him of those nights at
La Mignotte, when at first her tenderness was maternal; of
stolen meetings in the very room which had witnessed her
last words. His brother had taken his place. His brother
Avas a grown man and had a beard, and he was only a
child. Now, what was to become of him? He could noi:

live. His love was tempered by infinite tenderness, and
he could never forget this woman. The end had come and
lie ^vished to die.

The doors all stood wide open. The servants were busily
discussing the astonishing fact of Madame's going out on
foot, Charles and Fran9ois were laughing with the baker,
Zo^, coming in through the boudoir, asked Georges if he
would wait for Madame.
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Yes; he would wait—he had forgotten something ha
v\'ishcd to say to her.

When the femme do chambre departed he began to look
around the room ; not finding anything else, he took fi:om

the drawer of the dressing-table a pair of long and very
pointed scissors which she was in the habit of using during
her toilette—to trim her nails and cut her hair. He waited
there for an hour—his hand nervously fingering the scis-

sors, Avhich he kept in his pocket.
" There comes Madame." said Zoc, coming into the room

again. She liad probably been watching for her mistress

from the windows of the chamber.
There was a great commotion down-stairs : doors open*-

ing and shutting and loud voices. Georges heard Nana
pay the baker and dismiss him haughtily. Then she
came slowly up the stairs. As she entered she ex-

claimed :

" What ! are you still here ? Do you want me to quar-
rel with you ?

"

He followed her as she passed through the room to her
chamber.

" Nana, will you marry me ?
"

She closed the door in his face ; but he held it in one
hand while with the other he took from his pocket the

scissors. He, with one quick, sharp blow, stabbed himself
in the breast with them.
Nana turned around hastily, with a vague consciousness

of a misfortune. When she saw what had happened she
was furious.

" He is certainly a little fool
!

" she cried. "And if I live,

those are mv scissors. Behave yourself—you wicked boy I

Ah ! my God—my God !

"

She was filled with horror. The boy had fallen on his

knees, and, as he did so, struck another blow, after which
he fell outstretched on the carpet across the sill of the
door. Then she utterly lost her senses and screamed
aloud. She dared not step over the body, which prevented
her from going in search of help.

"Zoe! Zoe! Come—oh! come quickly! Make him
itop. He is such a child. He is killing himself—and in

my house, too! Did ever any one hear the like!"
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He lay, white as marble, with his eyes closed. There
was little or no blood to be seen. She finally made up her
mind to step over him as he lay.

An old lady Avas slowly cominpj through the boudoir.
She recognized Madame Hujon. Unable to explain this

apparition, she thought it a spirit, and was terribly fright-

ened. She recoiled, and sank into a chair with her gloved
hands upraised. She tried to defend herself, and babbled,
in broken words

:

•' It is not my fault—I swear to you that it is not my
fault—he wanted to marry me, and when I said no, he
killed himself!"
Madame* Hujon, with her pale face and snowy hair,

and wearing her trailing widow's garments, slowly ap-
proached. She had ceased to think of Georges as the car-

riage bore her swiftly toward Nana's residence. Philippe
filled her mind to the exclusion of all else. Perhaps this

woman would be able to give some explanation to the
Judge, which would touch his heart. And she thought
rfhe would entreat her to offer her testimony in favor of

her son. The doors of the H6tel were still open, and she
was hesitating whether, with her difiiculty in moving, she
had best attempt the stairs, when she was startled by
piercing shrieks from above. When she reached the salon
she berield a man lying on the ground with his shirt

stained with blood. It was Georges—her youngest born !

Nana repeated over and over again

:

" He wanted to marry me : I said no ; and he killed

himself."

Without a sound Madame Hujon sank on her knees by
the side of her boy. Yes, it was Georges !

One of her sons was dishonored ; the other assassinated.

She was not shocked nor surprised. Everything seemed
to be crumbling to pieces about her. Her face was that

of profound despair—rigid and solemn as Death. Kneel-
ing on the carpet, seeing nothing, and knowing nothing ol

what went on about her, she, with her eyes fixed on her
boy's face, and her hands pressed upon his heart, seemed
to listen.

Nana, seeing her great dignity, and oppressed by the
lilencej babbled o\'er and over again

:
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" He killed himself—I did not do it—you see I hav«
just come in

!"

Madame Plujon started. She had felt a faint flutter

of the heart. Then she looked up, and meeting the eyes
of her companion, looked around the room, and seemed
to realize where she was. A light kindled in her hollow
eyes, while Nana continued to protest her innocence over
the body that lay between them.
"I swear to you, Madame, that if his brother would

come, he would understand."
"His brother has taken that which was not his own:

he is in prison," said the mother, coldly.

Nana gasped. But what if the brother had been steal-

ing? Was the whole family quite mad? She did not
speak again, but sat looking on while Madame Hujon
gave her orders to the servants, who had at last appeared.
The old lady insisted that Georges, unconscious as he
was, should be carried down to her carriage. She was
determined at all costs to remove him from this house.
Nana, with a dull, stupefied gaze, watched these men as
they bore the boy away. The mother followed, her
strength nearly gone, catching at the furniture as she
passed to steady herself. Upon the staircase she could no
longer restrain her sobs. She turned and said aloud to
Nana:

" Ah ! You have worked us infinite woe—infinite woe !"

This was all. Nana was still sitting with her hat on
her head, just as she had come in. She had not even
taken off her gloves.

The Hdtel was painfully silent as the carriage drove
aAvay; but she still sat where Madame Hujon had left

her—every idea seemed to have deserted her. A half hour
elapsed, and Comte Muffat coming in, found her in the
same position. She relieved herself then with a torrent of
words. She told him all that had happened, dwelling
pertinaciously on every detail, and taking up the scissors,
still stained with blood, she imitated the boy's gesture
with which he struck himself. She eagerly defended her-
self.

^

" Now, was it my fault, dear? If you were Justice itself,

would you condemn me ? I did not tell Philippe to steai
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think I am really most unfortunate. People come here

and do all sorts of horrid things—give me no end of trou-

ble—and treat me as if I were an adventuress !"

And she began to weep. Her nerves were shaken, and
she was really in sorrow.

" You look displeased, too," she sobbed. "Ask Zo6 all

about it. Zoe, tell the Comte—

"

The femme de chambre was on the floor with a basin
of water and towels, and was rubbing the carpet with the

hope of removing the stains of blood, while they were yet

fresh.
" Oh, Monsieur !

" she exclaimed. " Madame is un-

happy enough already !

"

Muffat was chilled to the heart by this tragedy, and by
the thought of that weeping mother. He knew her great

heart, and he saw her alone in her black raiment at Fon-
dettes. But Nana's despair was momentarily increasing.

" He was so dear—so tender and so loving," she sobbed

;

"and you know—yes, I must say, even if it vexes you

—

that I loved the boy very much ; and, after all, what does

it matter to you ? You have had your way, and he is no
longer here to vex you."
Her tears choked her, and he did his best to console her.

He told her she should have more courage ; of course she
was not to blame. She checked him, and bade him go
and find out how Georges was.

" Hasten !

" she said ;
" I shall be miserable until you

come back."

He took his hat and departed. He returned in lees than
an hour, and found Nana leaning anxiously from a win-

dow : he called out from the sidewalk, that the boy
was not dead, and that there was some chance of his life.

Upon that she burst forth into wild singing and dancing
;

life was once more delightful in her eyes. Zoe, in the

meantime, was not pleased with the result of her scrub-

bing. She looked at the spot, walked around it several

times and said, over and over, again :

" You know, Madame, that it is not out? "

And in fact the red stain was very apparent on the white
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ground of the carpet. It was like a bar of blood across th«

door,
" Nonsense

!
"' answered Nana, gayly; " the feet will soon

wear it away."
After the next day,Comte Mufifat, as well as herwelf, had

forgotten the adventure. When he left her to make in-

quiries in regard to Georges, he had sworn, as he entered

the fiacre, never again to step his foot in Nana's h6tel

Heaven had sent him this warning, and he regarded thu
misfortunes of the Hujon brothers as especial lessons to

himself; but the sight of the pallid mother, and of her
boy tossing with fever, had not given him strength enough,
to keep his oath, and after a few hours there was a sense
of unavowed relief, in being rid of a rival whose youthful
freshness had always exasperated him. He was entirely

absorbed by this passion, which was one of those which
come late in life to men who have had no youth. He
loved Nana as a lover and as a father; he wanted her near

him; he wanted to feel tnat she was exclusively his; hr>

was anxious for her welfare—desirous of seeing her happy.
He had a vague vision of a Future wherein the world
would have no part; of an affection and a redemp-
tion; of pardon received—both kneeling before God the

Father. Each day Religion became more dear to him;
he was more faithful in all his observances ; went con-
stantly to confession and to the Holy Communion; and
struggled more than ever with remorse.
With great naivete he offered to heaven, as an expia-

tory, the abominable agony he endured at Nana's hands.
This agony increased, for he became daily more conscious
of the change in himself; his honor, his delicacy, his

sense of right and wrong, were all at the mercy of a

fille. The perpetual infidelities of this woman tore his

very heart-strings ; he could not become accustomed to

them, nor to the fact that she could not understand these

feelings, and called them all ridiculous caprices. He
craved an eternal love : she had sworn this ; but he knew
she was false—false to the very core.

One morning when he had seen Foucarmont leave the

H6tel at an unusual hour, he made a scene. She became
very angry—resenting his jealousy, which she declared
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she was tired of. Before this, whenever he had discovered
her infidelities, she had been submissive, coaxing, and full

of promises ; but now she was absolutely brutal.

Foucarmont shall come here whenever he chooses, or

I want liirn !
" she cried. "What have you to say about it,

my little Muff?"
This was the first time she had thrown this epithet

in his face ; he was fairly stunned by the frankness of her
avowal. She walked up to him and looked him full in

the face.

" I have had enough of this," she said, coldly. " If you
are not suited with me as I am, you can clear out. You
shall not come here and find fault with me, and you may
as well understand, first as last, that I intend to be free.

Now what have you to say about it? Will you go or

stay?" .

She threw the door wide open ; he did not go, and after

this she had her own way. For a word—for the merest
nothing—she told him he had better leave her ; she had
but to whistle, and plenty of men would come to her, every
one of them far more desirable than he. His head drooped
under this flood of insolent words. He waited until she was
in a gentler mood—until she needed money—and became
again caressing. A few hours of tenderness compensated
him for a week of torture. His reconciliation with his

wife made his home more intolerable than ever. The
Countess, deserted by Fauch^ry, who was again under the

empire of Rose, had otherfriendsnow, and was restless and
uneasy, pervading the whole hotel with the excitement of

her life. Estelle, since her marriage, rarely saw her father.

This insignificant girl had developed into a woman of iron

will, before whom Daguenet trembled. He went to mass
with her, and was especially indignant with his father-in-

law, who was ruining them all for Sifille. Monsieur Ve-

not was all tenderness for the Count, and bided his time,

saying that Heaven was watching over them all. He had
fallen into a habit of going to Nana's hatel, and from thence
to that of the Countess ; his crafty smile was always to be
seen at one house or the other. And Muffat, miserable at

home,—a prey to shame and to ennui,—preferred to spend
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his time in the Avenue de Villiers, although insulted there

and utterly cast down.
Very soon there was but one question between Kana

and the Count, and that was money. One day, uilcr

promising her ten thousand francs, he ventured to appear
at the appointed hour with empty hands. The day before

Bhc had been very loving, but such a shocking lack of

probity was not to be overlooked. A man should alwa3's

keep his promises ! She was white with rage.

"You haven't the money? Then, my little MufT, you
can go back to where you come from. Who ever heard of

fuch impudence—to come in here with nothing in your
pocket ! No, no—no money, no anything ! Do you
understand ?

"

He attempted an explanation. He should have the

money in a day or two. But she interrupted him vio-

lently.

"And what is to become of me in the meantime? My
furniture will be seized, and I shall be put in prison for

debt. Just look at yourself in that mirror. Do you think

that I love you for your beauty? No, indeed! with a face

like yours, a woman sltould be well paid for tolerating you
near lier! If you do not bring me the ten thousand francs

this very night, you shall never again kiss the end of my
little finger. I will send you skipping, and your wife may
have you all to herself!

"

That evening he brought the money, and Nana gave him
her hand. As he j)ressed a long kiss upon it, he was re-

warded for a day of humiliation.

Nana was intensely irritated by his constant presence,

and she implored Monsieur Venot to take her little Muff
back to his Countess. What did their reconciliation

amount to? It had done her no good whatever, and she

wished she had never interfered. There were days when,
in her anger, she said that she would treat him in such a

way that never again would he come near her; but, she
added roughly, she believed that if she were to slap his

face he would say " thank you," and remain ! There was
a constant repetition of these scenes, all beginning or end-

ing in a demand for money. She showed the most odious

avidity, and gave him no peace. Her cruelty was repelling.
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She told him his money was his only attraction; and
that she loved another man with all her heart and soul,

and that it was the greatest shame in the world that she
had anything to do with an idiot like himself. They did
not want him any longer at Court, and were often talking
of requesting him to send in his resignation. The Empress
had said :

" Really he is too disgusting," and Nana rang
the changes on this phrase:

" Yes; as the Empress says, you are too disgusting."
In this way she Avound up all their disputes. She, how-

ever, had succeeded in gaining the most entire liberty.

Every day she drove in the Bois, and met all her acquaint-
ances. The greatest curiosity was felt in regard to her.

Titled women pointed her out ; wealthy bourgeoises copied
her hats, and her landau often stopped a long line of

equipages—equipages that contained financiers who^ con-
trolled all Europe, ministers whose nervous fingers clutched
France by the throat. In this world she held a position

of considerable importance; she was known in all the great

capitals, and sought after by all distinguished strangers.

She, with Lucy Stewart, Caroline Hequet and Maria
Blond dined in the society of these foreigners, who gladly
paid to be amused.
Count Muffat feigned ignorance of all this, whenever,

at least, she did not fling the facts in his face. He suffered

many other small mortifications. The Hotel in the Avenue
de Villiers became a torment; he never knew to what
odious scene he was to be treated when lie entered the
doors. Nana quarrelled with her servants. At one time
she had been too amiable to Charles the coachman, and
was in the habit when she stopped at the restaurant of

Bending him out drinks by the gartjon. She also talked

to him from her landau. Then all at once her manner
changed, and she treated him with tlie greatest scverit}',

insisting on an account of every sou expended for hay,

straw, or oats, for, in spite of her love of animals, she
thought her horses eat far too much. One day, when she
accused him, in so many words, of being a thief, Charles
became very violent. He told her her horses were far

better than she was, etc. She answered in much the

same tone, and the Count was obliged to interfere and to

25
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dismiss the man. This, however, completed the demorali-
zation of the rest of the servants. Victorinc and Francois
departed, just after the loss of some diamonds had been
discovered. Julien himself vanished, and it was whispered
that the Count had paid him to go, because he had dis-

covered that he was Madame's friend. Every week new"
faces came and went. Zoe alone lingered, persistently

carrying out her own plans with her httle busine-s-like air

—plans which she had been maturing for some time.

Then there Avere other trials still. The Count was called

on to play cards with Madame IMaloir, and to listen to

Madame Lerat ; to sympathize with little Louis, whose ail-

ments were many—the inheritance from some unknown
source. One evening, behind a door, he had heard Nana
telling Zoe how she had been cheated by an American,
who pretended to be rolling in money, and had gone off

like a wretched scamp without leaving a sou behind him,
not even a package of cigarette papers ; and the Count
crept softly down the stairs, lest lie should be compelled
to hear more if slie knew him to be there. He was pale

and sick, and staggered as he took his hat to go into the

fresh air.

Another time there was no escape for him. Nana had
a caprice for a baritone in a cafe concert, and when he left

her she talked of suicide in a spasm of sentimentality;

she swallowed a glass of water in which she had soaked a

l)undle of matches, which made- her horribly sick, but did
not kill her. The Count was obliged to take care of her,

and to listen to the tale of her unhappy state, to witness
her tears and hear her swear that never, no, never, would
ehe believe a word that any man should ever again say to
her. In spite of her contempt for the cheats, as she called

men, she was never without one at her side. Muffat never
dared to open a closet-door, move a curtain or touch a
wardrobe, for strange faces and forms appeared. He
coughed before he entered a room, ever since he had found
Nana flirting with Francis one evening when he left the
dressing-room for a minute to order the horses round, while
the hairdresser was putting the last finishing touches to

Madame's head.

The unhap})y man was only at ease when he left Nana
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with Satin ; twice she forced Nana to take him back. But
an alHanco with Satin was not an altogether easy thing,
for she was at times perfectly unmanageable. Some days
the broke everything in the Hotel in her fits of rage. Zoe
took her aside at such times, did her best to soothe her,

and seemed to be confiding something of importance to
her.

Thus did the Count gradually <" ink the dregs of his

degrading position. Occasionally he had sudden and un-
expected revolts. He had tolerated Satin for months, sub-
mitted to the presence of this crowd of men, strangers,

whose very names he knew not, and yet fell into a rage at

the idea of being deceived by any one of his acquaintances.
When she admitted her relations with Foucarmont, he
suffered intensely, and swore he would call the fellow out.

He went to Labordette and poured out the story of his

wrongs.
Labordette, at first stupefied, ended by laughing in his

face

:

"A duel on account of Nana? My dear fellow, all Paris
would laugh at you. A man can't fight for Nana, it would
be ridiculous !

"

The Count became very pale. He clenched his hands.
" Then I will horsewhip him in the street."

Labordette reasoned with him for an hour. Such a
thing would be prepostetOUL*^ the town would ring with it;

the newspapers would be filled; and Labordette ended
with the same words :

" It would be ridiculous !

"

Each time this phrase fell with a dead weight on Muffat's

heart. He could not even fight for the woman he loved,

people would laugh. Never had he felt so keenly the

misery of this affair. It was his last revolt. He, after this,

allowed himself to float with the tide, and made no attempt
to stem the torrent of men who came intimately to the

Hotel.

Nana devoured them one and all. Her ever increasing

extravagance was such that she wasted vast sums in an
evening. Foucarmont was ruined in less than a fortnight

He had been indulging in the hope of leaving the Navy

;

he had gradually saved, in thirty years of ser^dc^
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some thirty thousand francs, which he intended to inveet
in the United States. All this he lavished upon her, and
was utterly ruined. When Nana dismissed him he had
not a sou. She took the life-blood of her friends and
then tossed them aside, not so much because she was heart-
less as because they wearied her. She was ver}- kind in

her advice to Foucarmont. She told him he ought to re-

tuin to his ship. He had nothing, and of course must
begin all over again; he ought to see this and be sensible

about it. A ruined man fell from her bands like over-

ripe fruit, and was left to decay upon the ground.
Then Nana went back to Steiner, without, however, any

pretence of affection. She thought him a '' wretched little

Jew." He was dull, and she made quick work of this

Prussian, who had dropped Simonne. His Bosphorus
matter—that famous tunnel, which was to open a new
channel for the commerce of the world, began to totter, as

did most of his enterprises, sooner or later. Nana precipi-

tated this downfall by her mad demands. He struggled

on for another month and performed miracles. He filled

Europe with colossal hand-bills, announcements and pros-

pectuses, which drew money from the most humble purses.

All the funds he could get together, the louis of the specu-

lators, the sous of the pow people, were engulfed in the

Avenue de Villiers.

He was concerned in a great forge in Alsace, And
down there, in a comer of that province were a crowd of

<\'orkmen black with coal and bathed in swea,t, who toiled

night and day, that Nana's caprices might all be gratified.

She devoured everything with the voracity of a great fire,

leaving behind her all the desolation that marks the

track of that devouring eleiuent. This time she finished

Steiner, and sent him away so utterly used up, that he
had not spirit enough to invent another new speculation.

He trembled at the thought of the police ; the mere wor<l

money threw into a fever of embarrassment this man who
had handled millions. One evening he began to weep,

and said he had not a hundred francs in the world

—

would not Nana lend him enough to pay his servant ?

And Nana, excited and interested by this end of the man
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who had occupied so large a place in Paris for twenty
years, gave him the money, saying :

" I give it to you, you understand, because it is such a

funny thing to do. But you understand, of course, my
friend, that I do not propose to support you. You are

hardly of the age I should select. You must try and find

something to do."
Then Nana took up La Faloise. He had been desirous

of the honor of being ruined by her, feeling that only
after that, could he be regarded as absolutely chic. In
two months, he said, all Paris would know him. Six
weeks sufficed. His property was in real estate, mead-
ows, woods, and farms. He sold them one by one. At
each mouthful Nana devoured a league or two. The
leaves rustled in the breeze; the wheat ripened; the

vines yellowed in the September sun ; and the tall, rich

grass through which the cattle waded, all passed out of

his possession. Even a water-course and a stone quarry,

as well as three mills, disappeared. Nana passed over

them like one of those swarms of grasshoppers of which
we read. She burned the earth on which she set her little

foot. Farm after farm, meadow after meadow, she

crunched down, unconsciously
;

just as she crunched a

bag of pralines laid on her lap after dinner. They did

not count ; they were only bonbons. One fine evening
one little wood was left, which she swallowed with an air

of disdain ; for it was not worth the trouble of opening
her mouth. La Faloise sat sucking the end of his cane
with an idiotic smile. He had not a hundred francs per

annum left in the world. He saw himself forced to re-

turn to the country, and there live with a crazy uncle

;

but this did not matter. The Figaro had twice alluded to

him in speaking of Nana, and was chic to a degree.

His thin neck Wi. i exhibited by the turned-away points of

his false collar ; his vest was very short ; he uttered littk

exclamations like a parrot; and was so deadly afiected

that Nana picked a quarrel with him, and dismissed him.
In the meantime Fauch6ry had come back. This unfor-

tunate Fauch^ry was now in a very bad way. After break-
ing with the Countess, he was as a reed in the hands of

Rose, who regarded him as her husband, and Mignon
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himself as her major-domo. Mignon watched with jealous
care over his fortuno, well invested for the benefit of his

sons. He had bowed before the passionate, wilful affec-

tion of his wife for Fauchery; but he made the most of the
position. Fauchery installed as master, lied to Rose, and
took all sorts of precautions whenever he deceived her, like

a good husband who intends to settle down some day.
Nana's great triumph was to have him manage a journal,

the fruits of which she devoured, altliough Fauchery had
started and carried it on with a friend's money. The
paper kept Nana in flowers for a couple of months. Then
she had a new caprice—a winter garden in the comer of

her H6tel—and this swallowed up the printing press.

AVhen Mignon, delighted at the affair, went to see her,

and asked if they could not together patch up the diffi-

culty, she asked him what on earth he meant. Why
should she help any one who had shown so little ability

to help himself? He had no money, and lived in a hand-
to-m'outh sort of way. And she dismissed Fauchery, who
gave her nothing but publicity. But she always held him
in kindly remembrance, for they had often laughed to*

gether at that idiot, La Faloise. They had sent him
sometimes from one end of Paris to the other, in order
that they might be alone, and when he returned he was
received with so many jests and allusions which he could
not comprehend, that he was perfectly miserable.
One day, encouraged by the Journalist, she vowed she

would box the ear of La Faloise; and that very evening
she did as she said she would do. She had bidden I^a

Faloise to approach and receive his cuff", which was ad-
ministered with such strength that her white hand was
reddened. La Faloise laughed, but tears stood in his eyes
—this familiarity enchanted him.

" Do you know," he said, one night ;
" that I think you

ought to marry me—we should both be so comfortable."
These words were not as careless as they seemed. He

had for some time been seriously contemplating this mar-
riage, by which he hoped to astonish Paris. Nana's hus-
band. What chic that would be ! But Nana suppressed
him at once.

*'
I marry you ! Well ! upon my word, if I had thought
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of marrying, I could have found a hiasljand long since

;

and a man, too, who was worth twenty times as much as
yourself. You don't know, I suppose, that I have received
any amount of propositions. Now—you *eotint for me

—

Philippe, Foucarmont, Steiner—that makes four, doesn't
it? And then there are several others whoni you don't
know. I can't be civil to a man that he does not sing
that refrain :

* Won't you marry me ? Won't you marry
me?'"
She was becoming quite indignant, and finally burst olit

;

" No ; I will not Do I look as if I were made for the
life of a married woman ? Think of it I should not be
Nana any longer, I tell you it is disgusting {

"

And she made a gesture of loathing-

One evening, La Faloise disappeared, and a week later,

a report was in circulation that he was in the country, at
his uncle's, who had a mania for botany. He pressed his

flowers, and would probably marry a very ugly and very
religious cousin. Nana was not much troubled at this in-

telligence. She said to the Count:
" My little Muff, you are in luck ; for your rivals are

steadily diminishing, He, too, wanted to marry me !

"

He turned very pale, and she threw lier arms around his

neck ; emphasizing each one of her cruel words with a
kiss,.

"Are you, too, troubled, my dear, that you can't marry
Nana? When they are all bothering me with their silly

talk about marriage, you rage in a corner. But, you see,

you must wait until your wife drops off. How quickly
you would come if she should happen to die! You
would throw yourself on the ground at my feet and pour
out oaths, tears, and entreaties, all at the same moment.
That would not be so bad after all, would it?"

She had assumed the most coaxing tone. He listened,

with his usually pale face deeply suffused. Suddenly, she
exclaimed

:

" Well ! upon my word ! I have hit it at last He la

really wishing for his wife to die ! This is the crowning
touch, and he is just as much of a fool as the others !

"

Muffat's only consolation now was that he by the ser-

vants of the house was regarded as of more importance
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than "the others "—as the man, who, paying the most, wat
the master of the establishment. He bought even her
smiles however at a most extravagant rate, and had very
little for his money. When he entered the rooms, his first

act was to throw open the windows, to get rid of the smell
of cigars smoked by "the others," who were, none of them,
checked, as they crossed the threshold, by the stain of
blood upon it. Zoe was quite nervous about this spot-
nervous, however, simply on the ground of its lack of
cleanliness. Her eyes continually turned toward it, and
she never appeared in the presence of Madame without
saying:

" It is very odd that it is still evident, for so many peo-
ple are coming ir. all the time."

Nana, who had heard the best account of Georges, then
in a state of convalescence at Fondettes with his mother,
made the same reply each time

:

" But it takes time. The feet are wearing it away—

I

can see the difference !

"

These gentlemen—Foucarmont, Steiner, La Faloise, and
Fauchery—had carried away a portion of this stain on the
soles of their l)oots. And Aluffat, who watched the spot
as closely as did Zoe, fancied he could tell the number of
men Avho had passed over it in its gradual change. He
felt a dull, nervous fear each time he stepped upon it, as if

he ran the risk of crushing some living thing lying on
the ground.
Once within the room his brain was dizzy; he forgot

everything—the men who preceded him, the tragedy at
the door. Sometimes in the streets he wept with shame,
and swore that never again would he expose himself to
such degradation ; but when the portiere fell he was
wrapped in delicious languor. He, a devot, experienced
much the same sensations here, as in the superb chapela
v/hen, kneeling inside the stained glass windows, he suc-
cumbed to the intoxication of the swelling organs and the
misty incense. This woman possessed him with the jeal-
,vd3 despotism of a God of Wrath, terrifying him with sec-
onds of joy which were like spasms in their vehemence—
with visions of hell and eternal damnation. His spiritual
Deoessities and physical wants were mingled together miha
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depths of his nature, and he invariably left Nana's room
shivering at the magnitude of lier feminine power, in the
same way that he shivered before the vast Unknown.

Nana, instead of being touched by his humility, now be-
came insupportably tyrannical. She had by instinct a
passion for soiling things as well, as destroying them ; her
Blender hands left their traces on all they touched. When
she was alone with him, she talked to him as if he were a
child, and compelled him to do all sorts of foolish things.
She made him repeat phrases after her, or she insisted on
his playing bear with her, and laughed as he went around
the room on his hands and knees. She was a bear also,

sometimes, and then she would say

:

" What would they think of you at the Tuileries, my
dear? If you could only see yourself! You can't im-
agine how ugly you are! But don't we make two nice
bears?" •

The former terrors of her sleepless nights had passed
away, and her greatest and most congenial amusement
was in the game that we have described—when they
growled and snapped like wild beasts. One day he
slipped and fell against a piece of furniture ; she burst
out into a loud laugh, when she saw a lump on his fore-

head.

Sometimes he was a dog. She threw her perfumed
handkerchief to the other i^nd of the room, and he picked
it up with his teeth.

" Bring it, Caesar !

' Good dog I good dog I

"

She had a new caprice one fine day, and bade bim
come that evening in his grand costume as Chamberlain.
She greeted him with a mocking shout, when he ap-

peared in his gold and red coat, with the symbolic key
hanging on his left hip. This kej', for some reason, was
excessively entertaining in her eyes. Overcome with
laughter,—carried away by the disrespect she felt for all

grandeur, and by the joy of being able to exercise her
power over him even when he wore his official costume,

—

Bhe shook him, pincbed him. ^nd asked over and over

again

:

" How are you, Chamberlain ?
"

She bade him throw his coat upon tb« ground, apt/
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trample on Uic gold and on the eagles, and he obeyed her.

After all, what was a Chamberlain to her? she crushed one

as readily as she would have broken a sugar plum or a

bottle.

Meanwhile the goldsmiths had kept their word, and th«

bed was sent to her toward the middle of January. Muffat

at this time was in Normandy, where he went to try and
sell some land, for Nana demanded four thousand francs

at once. He was not to return for two days; but com-
pleting his business unexpectedly, he hurried back, and,

without going first to La Rue de Merosmesnil, he went at

once to the Avenue de Villiers. It was not yet noon. Aa
he had a key of the small door opening on La Rue Car-

denot, he went in that way. When Zoe, who -syas dusting

the bronzes in the salon, saw him, she was dumbfounded.
Recovering herself, she did her best to detain him by tell-

ing him a long story of how Monsieur Venot had come the

previous evening to find him ; how that gentleman was in

the greatest agitation, and after going away, had returned

to say that the Count was to come to him immediately on

his arrival, without the delay of a moment.
Muffat listened, not understanding the tale ; but no-

ticing a certain confusion in this woman's manner, he fell

into a blind fury of jealous rage, of which he had not be-

lieved himself capable. He threw himself against the door

of Nana's room ; the door yielded, and Zoe withdrew, with

a shrug of the shoulders. Really, if Madame was so silly,

she must look out for herself; and Muft'at, standing on the

threshold, uttered a cry of agony at what he saw.

The room glowed witli all its royal magnificence. Sil-

ver ornaments held down the tea-rose-colored velvet, that

soft color of the sky in a summer's twilight, when Venus
is just rising above the horizon

;
golden ropes and tassels

hiing from the corners, and all the panels were framed in

gold. In the centre was the bed, of chiselled gold and
silver, a throne large enough for the most powerful of her

jex, and beside it she was standing with the calmness of

tin idol. In the room was the Marquis de Chouard,
decrepit, old and shameless.

The Count shuddered from head to foot.

It WAS for the Marquis de Chouard then, that these
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golden rosfs bloomed ! It was for him that these Cupids
gambolled ; and it was for him that the faun guarded the
beautiful slumbering figure of Nana!
Nana leaped quickly to close the door. What vile

luck she did have, to be sure, with her little Muff, he was
iilways coming in at the wrong moment! Besides, why
did he go off to Normandy after money? His father-in-

law had brought her the four thousand francs she needed,
and, of course, after that, she permitted him to stay.

" It is all your fault !
" she cried, as she shut the door

with a bang. "What business have you to come in that
way ? Good riddance to you !

"

Muffat stood before the closed door, annihilated by what
he had seen. He continued to shake and shiver; this

tremulous motion extended from his lower limbs to his

shoulders and head. He was like a great tree shaken by
the wind. He tottered, swayed to and fro for a moment,
and then sank upon his knees; with uplifted arms he cried:

" It is too much ; oh ! my God, it is too much I

"

He had accepted everything, but now his strength was
gone, and he was no longer capable of struggling in this

black darkness which compassed him round about. He
called on God for assistance with extraordinary vehe-
mence.
"Succor me! oh, Lord my God!" he prayed. "Send

me Death, take me away, that I may neither feel, hear,

nor see again! To Thee I wish to belong—to Thee, oh,

God ! Our Father who art in Heaven—

"

And he continued, burning with Faith and Religious
ardor—passionate words poured from his lips. But some
one touched him on the shoulder. It was Monsieur V6not,
who was startled at seeing him praying before this closed
door. Then, as if God Himself had answered his prayer,

the Count threw himself into the arms of the little old
man. Tears at last came to his relief, and he sobbed over
and over again

:

" My brother ! oh I my brother !

"

All his crushed and suffering humanity burst forth in

this cry

:

" You alone are left to me ; do with me what you will
Pity me and take me away."
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Monsieur Venot pressed him to his breast and called
him brother. But he came as bearer of a new misfortune;
He had been in search of him, since the previous evening,
in order to tell him that the Countess Sabine had fled with
a man who kept a large Magasin de Nouveautes, a fright-

ful scandal, with which all Paris was ringing. Seeing him
in this state of religious exaltation, he felt the moment to

be most favorable to his own plans, and informed the
Count of this tragedy under his roof. But Muffat was
unmoved ; his wife was gone, what did it matter ? Look-
ing around at the doors and the walls with terror, he re-

peated his supplication

:

" Take me away ! Take me away ! . I can bear no more I

"

And Monsieur Venot led him away like a child, and
from that moment ruled him entirely. Muffat returned
to the strictest observances of his religion. His life wai
shattered. He sent in his resignation as Chamberlain, in

consequence of the opinion expressed by the Empress.
Estelle, his daughter, brought a suit against him for sixty
thousand francs, an inheritance from her aunt which sh^
was to have received at her marriage. Utterly ruined,
living on what remained to him of his once enormous
fortune, he allowed the Countess to absorb those crumbs
disdained by Nana.

Sabine, contaminated by the vicinity of this fiUe, stopped
at nothing ; after further adventures, equally discreditable,

she had returned to her home, and her husband received
her with the resignation of Christian forgiveness. She sat at

his fireside, the incarnation of his shame. But by degrees
he ceased to suffer from these things. Heaven had taken
him from the grasp of a woman, to lay him at the feet of

God. It was a repetition of prayers, entreaties, and
despair addressed to God instead of to a human being.

Kneeling on the cold stones in the churches, he found
once more the joys of old.

The evening after Muffat's departure from Nana's housn
Mignon presented himself there. He was beginning to

feel that Fauch^ry's constant presence was not so bad a
thing after all—when the journalist was with his wife he
himself was free. His course was now marked out; he
left to Fauchery all the petits soins of the house, and
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ftilowed him to supply the daily expenses of the establish-

ment, from the money he made, by the suecess of his dra-
matic efforts. Fauchery, on his side, was equally amiable;
80 that, by degrees the two men lived together in the most
harmonious manner, and both toiled for the common
good. Acting on Fauchery 's advice, Mignon had now
come to see if he could not rob Nana of her femme de
charabre, whose intelligence the Journalist estimated very
highly. Rose was in despair. For a month she had been
at the mercy of inexperienced servants who had given her
an infinite degree ot trouble and annoyance. .

It so happened that Zoe opened the door. Mignon led
the way into the dining-room. At his first words she
smiled. Impossible! she was about to leave Madame, and
intended to establish herself on her own account; and
ehe added with an air of discreet vanity that she was each
day receiving new propositions, and the ladies were all

dieputing for her. Madame Blanche had oflfered her any
sum if she would go to her. But Zoe was about to take
the establishment of La Tricon. She had long had the
idea in her head; she was full of liberal plans, and
intended to greatly enlarge the business and to take
another hdtel, and had hoped to take Satin with her.

Mignon pointed out to her the risk she would incur, but
Zoe smiled in a lofty way, and then said, with as much
ease as if she were about buying out a confectioner's estab-
lishment:

"Luxuries always command their price ! I have been
a slave to other people long enough. Now people may
be slaves to me !

"

And she added that she wDuld be Madame, and would
manage all these women, for whom for the last fifteen

years she had performed 3o many menial offices.

Mignon wished to know if Nana would receive him,
and Zoe left him a moment alons while she went to
ascertain, saying that Madame had had a very bad day of
.'i. Mignon had never been in the house but once, and of
courss was unfamiliar with it. The dining-room, with its

Gcbelin tapestry, its china and silver, astonished him. He
opened all the doors and cxaminad tha salon and the
winter garden. AH tali luxury tair'.y crusa3d him;
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the silk antl the velvet, the satin and the gold, filled him
with wonder and approval. When Zoe came back she
cflfered to show him the other apartments—the dressing-

room and the bed-room. In this latter place the enthusi-

asm of Mignon became boundless. This Nana absolutely

stupefied him—him, who had known her so long. Amid
all the evidences of the ruin hanging over this house, in

spite of all the carelessness and recklessness of the ser-

vants, there was such an enormous amount of riches piled

up under that roof that they served to conceal the cracks

and crevices ; and Mignon thought involuntarily of an
aqueduct at Marseilles, where the stone arches of a bridge

spanned an abyss—a Cyclopean work which had cost

many millions, and ten years' labor. At Cherbourg he
had seen the Jetty and an immense timber yard, where
hundreds of men sweated in the hot sun, but these sank
into insignificance. Nana was greater than them all ; and
he experienced, in the presence of the results of her labor,

the same sensation of respect which he had felt when he
gazed on a superb ch&teau built by a refiner: sugar alone

had paid for its royal splendor. This Nana, with that

wonderful lever by which the whole world is moved, had
•haken Paris to its foundation, and built up a fortune.

"Is it not marvellous? " murmured Mignon.
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CHAPTER XXII.

DEAD ! DEAD ! DEAD I

NANA, by degrees, had fallen into a state of great ennui.
The meeting of the Count and the Marquis had amused

her intensely for a few hours ; but, after that, the thought
of the old man going ofif in a fiacre alone, and half dead,
and of her poor Muff, whom she should never see again,
gave her a faint pang of regret, and she began to be quite
melancholy. She was disturbed by hearing that Satin
was ill at Lariboisiere. She had just ordered her carriage

to go and see that little scape-grace when Zoe came in to

give her her week's notice. All at once, on hearing this.

Nana became quite despairing. It seemed to her that she
was losing one of her own family. How should she live

without her? And she implored Zoe to remain. The
woman, quite flattered by Madame's despair, embraced
her, to signify that she bore her no malice, but persisted

in her intention. This day was full of unpleasant sur-

prises. Nana was sitting drearily in her salon, for she had
given up all idea of going out, when Labordette coming in

great haste to tell her of some magnificent laces to be sold

at a bargain, happened to drop the information between
two phrases that Georges was dead. She was chilled

with horror,
" Dead !" she cried.

Involuntarily she turned to find the stain on the car-

pet, but it was gone ; it was worn away at last. Mean-
while, Labordette proceeded to give her all the informa-
tion that he himself had received. There was some talk
of a wound re-opening ; others said it was a suicide—that
the boy had drowned himself. Nana said in a low voice
over and over again :

'"Dead! Dead! Dead!"
Then she burst into that wild spasm of tears and

Bobs with which she had been struggling all that day.
These tears finally relieved her, and left her gently sad.
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Labordette tried to console her, but she waved him away,
saying :

" I am miserable. Everybody will begin to talk

once more, and will say I am a vile wretch. They will

say I have ruined the poor man whom I heard praying
outside my door, and all the others. I can hear them
now—

"

And she began to cry again, and threw herself on the
»ofa with her head buried among the cushions. The woe
and the misery she dimly felt about her—the ruin she
made—began to appeal to her, and her voice was tnat of a
little girl.

"Oh! How ill I feel! I cannot bear it; it will kill

me. It is so hard not to be understood—so hard to see

people all against you, because they are the stronger ! It

is particularly hard when one has done no harm, and is

conscious of having tried to do right."

Her grief was in danger of being forgotten in her grow-
ing anger. She started to her feet, dried her eyes, and
epoke, with great agitation :

"They may say what they please; it is not my fault.

A.m I wicked or cruel in any way ? I give away every-
thing I have, and I would not kill a lly. It was they
themselves who did it all. They were always hanging
about my steps, and now they all turn upon me."

Stopping before Labordette, for she was walking up and
down the room, she tapped him on the shoulder.
"Now tell me the truth—was it I who ruined these men?

Did I draw them to me, or did they come of their own
free will ? They disgusted me, and that is the truth. Did
you know that some of them wished to marry me? I

might have been a Countess or a Baroness, twenty times
had I so chosen. But I always refused, because I had com-
mon sense. They would have stolen—murdered father and
mother—all for me ! I had but one word to say, and I

never said it. And this is my reward. Did not I marry
Daguenet to a woman of noble family, with a fortune, too?
And had not I supported him for weeks before that ? Yes-
terday I met him in the street, and he actually turned
away his head. Heavens and earth I Am I not as good
as she ?

"

She began to pace the room again. And as she passed
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Jign^ridon she brought her fist down upqn; it witJbi im-
mense violence.

" It is not just ! I say it is not just ! Society is badly
constructed. Women are attacked and abused when it is

really the men who are to blame. We are their siaves.

and, generally speaking, deadly tired of them. But for

them I should probably be in a convent to-day, and have
spent my days praying to God, for I have always been
more or less religious.' It is all their fault, and I shall say
so forever and ever."

Zoe showed Mignon into the room. Nana received him
with a smile. She had had a good cry, and now it was all

over. He complimented her on her beautiful home, for

his enthusiasm had not yet cooled ; but she displayed
utter indifference to her H6tel ; she was thinking of other

things, and of the days when she would abandon all this

magnificence. He, to give some pretext for his visit,

spoke of a benefit to be given to old Bosc, wlio had been
struck down by paralysis, and she at once took two boxes,

and spoke of Bosc with interest and compassion. Zoe
now announcing to Madame that her carriage was waiting
she called for her hat, and as she tied the strings she said:

" I am going to the hospital to see Satin. No one ever

loved me as she has, and I want to t«ll her that I am sorry
for her."

Labordette and Mignon exchanged a smile. She was
no longer sad, she smiled as gayly as ever; these men
could not understand her, and both admired her as she
stood buttoning her gloves. She was alone amid the piled-

up wealth of her H6tel. Like those fabled monsters whose
domains were white with bones, wherever she put down
her foot, it was on a human skull. Catastrophes surrounded
and followed her. The frightful death of Vandeuvres in

the flames; Foucarmont lost in the China seas; Steiner's

disasters, which compelled him to live like an honest man

;

the imbecile bankruptcy of La Faloise—the tragic late

of the Muffats ; and the pale corpse of Georges Hujon,

watched over by Philippe, who had just emerged from
prison—were all her work. She had fulfilled her mission.

The fly born and bred in the Faubourgs, and laden with

wretchedness, had destroyed these men merely by her

26
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touch. It was well, it was just ; she had avenged her monde.

avenged the wrongs of many broken-hearted and deserted

women. And while her sex shone upon all her victims,

outstretched before her, as the rising sun shines on a field

of carnage, she preserved all her ignorant indifierence—the

indifference of self-satisfaction. She was plump and

fair, smooth-skinned and careless. Slie was weary of her

Hotel, weary of the furniture with which it was crowded.

h>he began to think of something more amusing, and she

started off en grande ioiktte to embrace Saiii\ for the last

time^ in the best of spirits.

1
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CHAPTER XXIII.

nana's flight.

NANA suddenly disappeared from the eyes of every ona
Before her departure she gave herself the new sensa-

tion of an auction. She parted with everything, her H6tel
and furniture, her jewels and laces, her robes and linen.

She herself called it her sale after her death. From it she
realized some five hundred thousand francs. Paris saw
her, for the first time, in a fairy spectacle—Melusine at the
Gait6—which Bordenave, literally without a sou, had had
the audacity to take. There she found Prulliere and
Fontan. Her role was nothing, it consisted simply of
three poses—a powerful fairy, and a silent one, followed
by another tableau, in which her beauty was fully dis-

played by electric light. Then, in the midst of the most
absolute success, when Paris was covered with huge pla-

cards, it was discovered one fine morning that she departed
the previous evening for Cairo, on account of some small
difference with her Manager. She, as she said, was too

rich a woman to allow any dictation ; and besides she had
for a long time been seriously contemplating a visit to the
Turks.
Months passed away, and she was nearly forgotten. If,

by chance, her name was mentioned among those persons
whom she had known so well, the strangest stories were
told, and each person exerted himself to recount the most
incredible as well as the most contradictory. She had
made the conquest of a Viceroy, she reigned in a palace
over a retinue of two hundred slaves, whose heads she cut
ofi" when she wanted a little excitement. Not at all ; she
had ruined herself for a negro, and was literally without a
sou in the world, begging in the streets of Cairo.

One day there was a thrill of astonishment—she had
been seen in Russia, whereupon a new legend was put in

circulation. She was the adored one of a Prince, and hei
diamonds were a wonder. Soon the women all knew them
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by heart, their weight and their settings. No one was able

to say where the information came from—rings, earrings,

bracelets, a riviere as wide as two fingers ; a diadem, which
might be worn by a queen, with a jewel in the centre as

large as one's thumb. In the halo and mystery lent by
these distant lands, she assumed the proportions of some
idol covered with precious stones. She was now spoken
of with the great respect due to this fortune, made among
the barbarians.

One evening in June, about half-past seven, Lucy, who
was descending from her carriage in La Rue du Faubourg
Saint-Honore, saw Caroline coming out of a shop in that

ticinity. She called her.

"Have you dined? Have you an engagement?" said

Lacy, breathlessly. " Oh ! my dear, come with me. Nana
has returned !

"

Caroline entered the carriage without one word.
"And do 5'ou know," continued Lucy ;

*' she is, perhaps,

dying while we are chattering !

"

" Dying !
" exclaimed Caroline. " What on earth do

you mean? Where is she? And what is she dying of? "

"At the Grand H6tel—of small-pox. Oh ! it is sucii an
awful thins;

!

"

Lucy told h<»r coachman to drive rapidly, and, as the

horses flashed along La Rue Royale and the Boulevards,

she told her story.
" Nana left Russia—I don't know why ; a quarrel with

her Prince, I believe. She left her luggage at the station

and drove to her aunt's—you know the old thing ! Well!
she found out that her boy had the small-pox ; the child

died the next day, and she quarrelled with her aUnt about
the money she should have sent, and which she failed to

do. It seems that the child died for the want of it; for

the want of proper care and nourishment. Nana goes

oflF to a Hotel, and meets Mignon just as she Is attending

to her luggage. She feels ill, shivers, is faint and sick

at her stomach. Mignon takes her back to her room
and promises to see to her trunks himself Now, was
not that queer ? But the queerest is still to come : Rose
hears about Nana's illness and rushes off to take care

of her. You remember liow they hated each other; they
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Irere always like two furies. Well, my dear, Rose insisted

on Nana's leaving the wretched place she was in and
going to the Grand H6tel, that, if she should chance to die,

it might be in a stylish place, and she has been there now
three days and nights. It was Labordette who told me
about it, and as of course I wanted to see her—

"

" Yes, indeed," interrupted Caroline, in great excitement.
" We will go."

They had arrived. The coachman had the greatest

difficulty in drawing up to the sidewalk so great was the
crowd of carriages. Pedestrians were hurrying past. The
Chrjys Legislatif had voted for War that day, and the ex-

citement was intense. The sun was setting on the side

of La Madeleine—setting behind deep red clouds, which^
reflected on the tall windows, looked as if there were a fire

within. The twilight was growing deeper, and a certain

melancholy hung over the streets, where, as yet, the gas

was not lighted. The crowd, great as it was, was very
quiet, and faces were pale with anxiety.

*' There is Mignon," said Lucy. " He will bring us news !

"

Mignon stood before the wide porch of the Grand Hotel
with a nervous,- excited air, looking at the crowd. At
Lucy's first question he answered, angrily

:

" How do I know ? For two days Rose has been up
there, and I have not been able to get her away. The idea

of her risking her complexion in this way ! She would
look nice, wouldn't she, with holes in her face ?

"

The idea that Rose might lose her beauty exasperated

him. What did he care for Nana ? And he openly swore
at the silly ways of women, and at the devotion shown by
Rose. Fauch^ry now appeared, equally anxious and
equally vexed with Rose.

" She is just the same," answered Mignon. " I wish you
would go up and make Rose come away with you."

" You are very kind !

" answered the Journalist. " Why
don't you go yourself? "

Then, as Lucy spoke of going up with Caroline, they
implored her to send Rose down. Lucy, however, was in

no haste. She had just seen Fontan, with his hands in

his pockets, making his way through the crowd. Whea
he heard of Nana's illness he said^ with a sentimental air-
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"All, poor thing! I must shake hands with her. What
Is her i]hiess

?"

"Small-pox," answered Mignon, abruptly.

The actor had taken a step or two toward the stairs, but
he turned back quickly, muttering, " The deuce shehas !

"

Now small-pox is no joke. Fontan had come very near

having it when five years old. Mignon told the story of a

niece who had died of it. As to Fauchery, he showed three

marks near his nose, and claimed to have had the disease.

Mignon at once urged him to go up, because, as he said,

people could not have small-pox twice. This theory Fau-
chery at once combated violently. Lucy and Caroline

stopped this discussion, to ask what was the meaning of

the constantly increasing crowd.

It was now growing very dark ; the gas-lights afar off

were being slowly lighted. Every window was crowded
with people

;
groups stood under the trees ; the rush and

crowd momentarily increased, while the carriages moved
Very slowly. Suddenly a great excitement flashed through
the crowd ; a body of men wearing white blouses and caps

swept down the sidewalk. As they came they shouted,

beating time as with hammers upon an arrvil

:

" On to Berlin ! On to Berlin ! On to Berlin !

"

The crowd watched these men with sad distrust, thrilled

though they were, as by martial music.
" Yes ! Go and break your necks !

" muttered Mignon.
But Fontan thought this very fine; he spoke of him-

self volunteering. When the enemy were on the frontiers

every good citizen should defend his country, he said, and
he assumed the attitude of Bonaparte at Austerlitz.

" Come ! will you go up and see her with us ? " asked Lucy.
" For what? to fall sick and die myself? " was his ques-

tion in return.

Before the Grand Hotel, on a bench, sat a man whose
face was half hidden in his handkerchief. Fauchery saw
him p.t once, and pointed him out cautiously to Mignon.

" Was he always there ? " he asked.
" Yes, always, answered the Journalist.

The stranger looked up at one of the upper windows,
»nd the two men uttered an exclamation. It was the

Comte Muffat I
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"He has been there all day long; I saw him at six

n'clock," said Mignon. " When Labordette told him that

Nana was dying, he came there, and has never moved
eince, except to go every half-hour and ask if the person
in the room, the number of which he gives, is any better,

and then he comes back to the same place. That room
is not healthy, and no matter how much on-e has loved
people, it is not worth while to die with them."
The Count, with eyes uplifted, seemed to realize nothing

that was going on about him. He probably had not heard
of the declaration of war, and did not notice the crowd.

" Look !
" said Fauchery. " You will see now what he

has done all day."
In fact, the Count now left the bench and entered the

large door ; but the concierge, who knew him, did not
wait for the question, but said, abruptly :

" She is dead, sir ; she died just this very moment."
Dead ! Nana dead ? This was a shock to «very one.

Mufifat's limbs bent under him, and sinking on the bench
he turned his face away. The others uttered an exclama-
tion, but their words were cut short by a new body of men
hurrying by and shouting

:

" On to Berlin ! On to Berlin ! On to Berlin !
"

Nana dead, and such a beautiful creature ! Mignon sighed

with an air of relief. Now, perhaps, Rose would come down
;

he was chilly, Fontan, who thought it best to try a tragic

role, drew down the corners of his mouth and rolled up
his eyes; while Fauchery , really touched, gnawed the end of

his cigar. Meanwhile the two men continued to exclaim

:

"The last time Lucy saw her, it was at the Galte."

"Blanche was in the same play." "Oh, my dear, it

was entrancing when she appeared in the crystal grotto !

"

—the gentlemen remembered the occasion—" Fontan had
played the part of Prince Cocorico," and they all went off

into interminable details. No; Nana had not said one
syllable throughout the whole part ; she had refused to

learn one single phrase. She said it was enough that the

public should use their eyes. And was there ever such
perfection of form — such completeness' of physical

beauty? Was it not odd that she should be dead'
That night she wore a golden belt and a fairy dress,'
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around her was the grotto and a running brook ; while
stalactites hung from the vaulted roof, and she, amid that

cold, transparent atmosphere, was like the sun, with her
glowing face and tawny hair !—Paris remembered hei
thus, and what a stupid thing it was to let her die in such
a way !

" She must be beautiful even in death, as she lies

there," said some one.

Mignon groaned—he never liked to see anything wasted

!

He asked Lucy and Caroline if they still proposed to go
up-stairs. Of course they did; their curiosity had in-

creased rather than diminished. Just then Blanche ar-

rived, all out of breath and indignant at the crowd that
filled the sidewalk ; and when ^he heard what had taken
place, new exclamations were uttered, and the ladies

rustled toward the staircase, Mignon following to say

:

" Tell Rose I arn waiting, and to come at once."
" It is a mooted question whether the contagion is to be

feared at the beginning or the end of the disease," Fontan
explained to Fauchery. " One of ray friends—an assistant

at a hospital—told me that the hours immediately after

death were the most dangerous—certain miasmas are gene-
rated. Ah ! I regret this sudden finale. I should so like

to have taken her by the hand once more."
" But why—where was the good?" asked the Journalist.
" Yes ; where was the good?" repeated tlie two others.

A new tumult was in the crowd, wiiich was becoming
more and more dense, and the same overwhelming ehout
was heard.

" On to Berlin ! On to Berlin I On to Berlin !

"

On the fourth floor the rooms were let at twelve francs

per day. Rose had taken oie of these. She wanted com-
fortable quarters for Nana; but it is not necessary to have
thmgs very luxurious when one is suffering. Kangin^n of
Louis XIII. cretonne—large flowers on a paie ground;
mahogany furniture, and a red carpet covered with dark
leaves made up the furniture. A heavy silence reigned,
broken only by one long, quivering sigh, when, all at once,
voices were heard in the corridor.

" I assure you that we are lost ; the gargon said t un> to
the right, and I am sure I don't know where to go."'

•• Wait a moment; look at the numbers—401 is i« bat w*
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401. Hush! Hush!"
Another silence, a cough, and the door opened slowly.

Lucy entered first, followed by Caroline and Blanche. But
they stopped short ; five women were already in the room.
Gaga was lying back in the only arm-chair—a Voltaire
covered with red velvet. In front of the chimney, Clarisse

and Simonne were talking with Lea de Horn, who was
Bitting upon a low chair. Before the bed at the left of the
door, leaning on a wooden chest, was Rose Mignon, gazing
fixedly into the shadow of the curtains. All the other
women had on their hats and gloves, as if paying a morn-
ing visit. Rose alone wore neither hat nor gloves, and was
pale and haggard with watching for three successive

nights—saddened and shocked by this sudden death. On
the corner of the commode was a lamp, well shaded, but
which threw its light full on Gaga.

" How melancholy ! murmured Lucy, as she pressed

Rose Mignon 's hand. " We wished to say good-b3'e to her !

"

And she turned her head to try and see; but the lamp
was too far away, and she dared not touch it. On the bed,

lay a dark mass, the light hair was barely distinguishable,

and a pale spot which might be the face. Lucy added

:

"And I have never seen her since that night at th©
Gaite, when she appeared in that grotto scene."

Then Rose smiled faintly, and shaking ofi" her stupor,

Baid

:

"Ah ! she is changed, greatly changed! "

Then she relapsed into her contemplation, and said not
one other word, and stood perfectly motionless. The
women all drew closer together, near the chimney.
Simonne and Clarisse spoke of the diamonds belonging to

the deceased, in a low voice. After all were there really

any diamonds? No one had ever seen them, and it might
all be mere talk. But Lea de Horn affirmed that she knew
Bome one who knew them, and said the stones were enor-

mous! And this could not be all. She had brought from
Russia many superb things—wonderful embroideries, and
precious bric-a-brac,with a table service in gold. Yes, my
dear, there were fifty-two huge boxes and trunks. There
was furniture too; and all these things were still at the
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Btation. How strange it was that she died before she
could settle up her affairs ! She must have left consider-
a.ble propert}'. Who would inherit it? As her parents
were dead, it would be the aunt, of course—and a great
stroke of luck it would be for the old lady. She knew
nothing of it yet; for Nana had obstinately refused to send
for her, as she felt none too kindly toward her by reason
of the death of her boy.
They then discussed the boy, and said they had seen

him at the races—a pale, sick-looking little fellow, like a
little old man—a mite that had better never been bom.

" He is happier under the sod," murmured Blanche.
" Pshaw ! and so is she,'' added Caroline. " Life is

not such a very agreeable thing for any of us, in my
opinion."

Their thoughts in this chamber of Death were not
enlivening. They were afraid, and it was foolish to stay
any longer ; but they could not make up their minds to

depart. The room was very warm, and the glass shade
over the lamp cast upon the ceiling a white circle like a
moon. In a deep plate under the bed was a disinfectant

that emitted a faint, sickening odor. Light breezes stirred

the curtains of the windows open on the Boulevard, from
which rose a low, dull murmur.
"Did she suffer much?" asked Lucy, as she mechan-

ically gazed at the ornament on the clock—the three
Graces, with their stereotyped smiles.

Gaga started, and answered:
" Yes. I was here when she died. She shivered from

head to foot—

"

But she could not continue. A long-continued shout
arose:

" On to Berlin ! On to Berlin ! On to Berlin !
"

And Lucy, who was stifling, threw open the window
wide, and leaned out. How delicious the air was ! A dewy
freshness fell from the starry sky. Opposite, the windows
were blazing with lights, and the gas showed all the
golden letters on the signs. Below, both on the sidewalk
and in the street there was a surging crowd; a body of

men coming up the street carried torches. A red light

came from La Madeleine, like the reflection from a fire.
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Lucy called aloud to Blanche and Caroline, forgetting

where she was.
"Come, quick! you can see splendidly from this

window!"
They all three leaned out, deeply interested. They

grumbled at the trees, for the foliage shut out the torches
from time to time. They tried to see the gentlemen they
had left down-stairs, but a balcony concealed the door; they
could only find Comte Muffat sitting doubled up on the
bench. A carriage stopped, and Lucy recognized Maria
Blond, another person who wished to make inquiries.

She was not alone ; a large heavy man was with her.
" Steiner, if I live !

" cried Caroline. " How is it that he
has not been sent back to Cologne ? I should like to see
him when he comes into this room."
They turned to watch the door. And at the end of some

ten minutes, when Maria Blond appeared, indignant at
having missed the right stairs, she was alone. When Lucy
questioned her in some amazement

—

" Heavens, my dear !
" she answered, " did you imagine

that he would have come as far even as the door? No, he
is with the other men, a dozen of them, who are smoking
their cigars."

This was the case. They glanced at the crowd, and they
exclaimed at the death of this poor fille, and then they
talked politics. Bordenave, Daguenet, Labordette, Prul-
li^re and several others had joined the group, and all were
listening to Fontan, who explained his plan of a campaign
which would deliver Berlin into their hands in five days.

In the meantime Maria Blond went toward the bed,
and said just what each of the other women had said :

" Poor thing ! The last time I saw her was at the Gaite
in the grotto."

"Ah ! she is changed, greatly changed !
" said Rose Mig-

non, with her faint, sad smile.

Two more women now came in, Tatan Nene and Louise
Violaine ; they, too, had been wandering around the Grand
H6tel for twenty minutes, they had gone up and down-
stairs, encountering many persons who were hurrying to

leave Paris, in their terror of a war, as well as of interior

revolts and excitement. They, therefore, dropped oo
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chairs when they came in, too weary to think of the dead
woman.
At that moment there was a great noise in the next

room—a rolJing of trunks and a moving of heavy furni-

ture, and voices spoke in strange, guttural tones. It was a-

youthful Austrian menage. Gaga told how, when Nana
was dying, she had heard these people laughing, and that,

as only a door divided these rooms, she had heard tho^

young husband kiss his wife.
" We must go," said Clarisse ;

" we cannot bring her back
to life. Come, Simonne."
They all turned once more toward the bed, but did not

move to go. They shook out their skirts a little in prepa-

ration, however. Lucy was leaning from the window now
all alone. She grew sadder and sadder, as if a profound
melancholy arose from that noisy crowd. Torches, with
blazing sparks streaming from them, were still carried

quickly by, and afar off, the men were lost in the darkness
huddled together like a flock of sheep led, in the night, to

the Abattoir; and from these masses rose a confused ter-

ror—a foretaste of future massacres. New shouts arose

:

" On to Berlin ! On to Berlin ! On to Berlin !

"

Lucy turned, and still leaning against the window said,

with a pale face and paler lips

:

"My God ! what will become of us ?
"

Her friends shook their heads, they were very anxious.

"As for myself," said Caroline Hequet, in her calm way,
" I shall leave, the day after to-morrow, for London. My
mother is already there, and I don't propose to remain
here and be killed !

"

Her mother, like a prudent woman, had invested all

their means in a foreign land. One can never predict

when a war will end. But INIaria Blond was angry. She
was a patriot, and talked of following the army.

'* Yes, if I were needed, I would put on the dress of a

man and fight these rascally Prussians."

Blanche de Sevr}' Avas exasperated.
" You need not speak ill of the Prussians. They are

men like other men, only far better. Do you know that

my little Prussian, a rich and amiable young fellow, in-

capable of doing any harm to any one, has been dispfiiased



NANA. &
from Prance. It was an insult, and it ruined tne. I am
not at all sure that I shall not go to Germany in pursuit

of him!" ;, : .

^' '"',?:

Then Gaga began to tell hetVbes ; slie niui'lnured in the
most disconsolate tone

:

"It is finished, and I have no chance whatever^ ^ot
eight days ago I made my last payment for m}' little

house at Juvisy. Lili helped me, or I should never have
done it. And now War is declared. The Prussians will

come and they will burn everything. What on earth am
I to do at my age?"

" Pshaw !
" said Clarisse ;

" you will get on !

"

** Certainly," answered Simonne ;
'* we shall all get on,

and 1 think we may have a good time after all
—

"

And with a significant smile she completed her thought.
Tatan Ken6 and Louise Violaine entertained the satne

opinion. One said she adored soldiers. But, as these
women raised their voices, Rose Mignon, still leaning on
the chest near the bed, silenced them with a long " Hush !

"

They stood aghast, with an oblique glance toward the bed^
as if this prayer for silence had come from wiihin the cur-

tains, and in the profound stillpess that followed, they
listened to the outcries of the crowd

:

" On to Berlin ! On to Berlin ! On to Berlin !

"

But presently they forgot all this again. Lea de Horn,
who had kept a political salon where Louis Philippe's

ministers had uttered delightful epigrams, murmured in a
low voice

:

" This war is a frightful blunder—a terrible mistake !

"

Then, all at once, Lucy burst forth in defence of the
Empire. She had had a long acquaintance with a Prince of
the Imperial House, and therefore spoke with authority,
and as one of the family.

" No, my dear, we cannot allow ourselves to fee insulted.

This War is the only honorable course for France. Oh !

You know that I do not say this on account of the Prince!
for he was obviously mean! When we played besique he
always played for beans, because, one night, I had been
foolish enough to snatch his gold. But that doe.s not pr(i«

rent me from being just. The Emperor waa.ri;];lit 1

"
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Lea nodded her liead with a wise air, as if she were re*

peating the opinion of persons of weight and influence;

then slowly added

:

" It is the end of all things. They are mad at the Tuil-

eries—all of them. Yesterday, you see, France ought—

"

They all interrupted her violently. What had the

Tuileries done to her that she was so bitter against them ?

Had not lier matters gone Avell? Had Paris ever been
gayer or more agreeable ?

"It has all been a mistake—" began Clarisse.

Gaga now entered the fray.
" Hold your tongues ! What you say is perfectly idiotic.

I lived under Louis Philippe—and a dreary time it was
too, my dear. Then came '48—a nice time that was

—

with their Republic! After February, I with difliculty

kept body and soul together ; I nearly died of hunger.

If you had lived at that time you would now go down on
your knees before our Emperor, for he has been our father

—yes, our father
!

"

_
.

,

They tried to calm her, but she continued, with religious

fervor

:

" Father in Heaven grant Victory to the Emperor! Do
Thou preserve to us the Empire I

'*'

They all rei)eated this pious wish.

Blanche admitted that she had burned some candles

for the Emperor, and the others burst out into furious

words against the Republicans, and declared they ought
to be exterminated on the frontier, so that Napoleon
III., after beating the enemy, might reign quietly amid
general joy i.nd thanksgiving.

"And Bismarck—he—

"

"And to think that I knew him," said Simonne, inter-

rupting Maria Blond. " If I could have foreseen all this,

I would certainly have put some drug into his glass."

But Blanche, not yet forgetting the expulsion of her

Prussian, undertook to defend Bismarck.
" He was not so bad after all, perhaps !

"

And she added

:

*' You know that he adores women ?
"

" What has that to do with us now ? " said Clarissft

" We are not likely to meet him, I fancy."



The discussion continued. Bismarck was frightfully

abused in their Bonapartist zeal, while Tatan N6ne said,

in a vexed tone :

" Bismarck ! I have heard so much of him—and I never

met this Bismarck,—but one can't know everybody."

"No matter," said Lea de Horn, abruptly, " this Bis-

marck, I fancy, will lead us a jolly dance—

"

She could not continue, for all the women pounced upon
her, and asked her what on earth she meant by such talk

as that?
" Hush ! " sighed Rose Mignon, distressed at all the noise.

Again the cold blast sAvept over them, and the}' relapsed

into uncomfortable silence. Again they heard the cry

:

" On to Berhn ! On to Berlin ! On to Berlin !

"

Then as they decided to depart, a voice called from the

corridor

:

"Rose! Rose!"
Gaga opened the door and glided out. When she came

back, she said

:

" It was Fauch^ry, my dear. He is at the end of the

corridor, and will not come an}' further: he is almost

crazy, because you will stay here near this body."
Mignon had succeeded in pushing on the Journalist.

Lucy, looking from the window, perceived all the men on
the sidewalk below with upturned faces. They all gesticu-

lated to her violently. Mignon, in great exasperation,

shook his fists at her. Steiner, Fontan, Bordenave and
the others, opened their arms with an air of mingled un-

easiness and reproach ; while Daguenet, in order not to

compromise himself, smoked his cigar with his arms be-

hind his back.

"It is true, my dear," said Lucy, as she turned around.
" I did promise them that you should come down. They
are calhng us now !

"

Rose raised herself from the box where she was leaning.

She murmured softly

:

"I am coming; I am coming. It is very true—she
needs me no longer. A Sister will come, I suppose."
And she wandered about, looking for her hat and her

shawl. She mechanically poured some water into a basin,

«,nd bathed her hands and face, talking all the time.
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" I don't know, I am sure. This has been a terribls

shock to me. We never have been very kind toward each
other ; but I am foolish ; and I have had all sorts of ideas

—

a longing to die myself, and a feeling as if the end of the
\Torld liad come. Yes, I need fresh air, and then I shall
be all right."

The air in the room was frightful ; and the panic began.
'Come: we must go," said Gasra : '"it is not healthy

here."

They were going out, with a glance toward the bed.
Rose looked around to see that all was in order. She
drew a curtain before the open window ; then she thought
that the lamp was not suitable, and that there ought to be
a candle, and lighting those in the bronze candelabra ou
tiie chimney-piece, she placed them on the night table by
the side of the body. A flood of light suddenly fell on the
dead woman. How terrible she was

!

" Ah ! she is changed—much changed," murmured Rose
Mignon, who remained until the last. She went away,
and closed the door. Nana was alone, with her face up-
turned in the light of tlic candles. She was a mass of cor-

ruption—a shovelful of flesh thrown there. The" pustules
had covered her entire face, one touching the other—every
feature was undistinguishable ; the left eye was gone ; the
other, half unclosed, was like a dark liole ; a red crust was
on one cheek, and invaded the mouth; the expression of

which was drawn into a terrible likeness of a smile. And
over and about this appalling mask was the beautiful,

sunny hair like threads of living gold. Venus was decom-
posing. It was as if the misery drawn by her from the

streets—the wretchedne. s with which she had o\ ervvhelmed
a people—had gone up to her own face and lelt its mark
upon it

!

The chamber was empty. Another desperate BhoutroB9
from the Boulevard, and swayed the curtain

:

" On to Berlin I On to Berlin 1 On to Berlin I
'»
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^^Copies will be sent to any one, post-paid, on remitting price to the publishers,

• T. B. PETEKSON & BROTHERS, Philadelphia^ Pa.



^^I consider 'IshmaeV to he my very best

hookr—Mrs. E. D. E. N. SouthworthJ

jMrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth's Last and Best BookJ

MRS. SOUTHWORTH'S GREAT "HEW YORK LED6ER" STORY.

I S H M A E L
OR, IN THE DEPTHS.

BY MRS. EMMA D. E. N. SOUTHWORTH.
Being Mrs. Southworth's Greatest "New York Ledger " Story.

ONE VOLUME, MOROCCO CLOTH.—PRICE $1.50.

MTtS. EMMA D. E. N. SOUTHWORTJPS COMPLETE
WORKS. j4n entire new edition has Just been published, in duodecimo form,
rinted on fine paper, complete in forty-three volumes, by T. B. Peterson dy Brothers,

Philadelphia. Thev are bound in morocco cloth, library style, with afullgilt back, and
old by all Booksellers, everywhere, at the low price of $1.^0 ea-h, or $64.50 for a .^m-

lete set. Sendfor a cotnplete list of them, which will be sentfree on u^p'ication.

ffSS^This edition contains a new Portrait of Mrs. Southworth, and her\i^yr%-raph,

Iso a view of her beautiful Home on the banks of the Potomac, both engraued on stet^ .

$f^^Mrs. Southworth's books have great originality, fine descriptions, startlitg

ncidents, scenes ofpathos, are ofpure moral tone, and should be read by everybody.

I^Sg^Mrs. Emma D. E. N. Southworth is acknowledged to be the greatest of allAme-
can female writers, and a set of her books should be in every home and in every library.

BSa^Copies of "ISHMAEL; or, IN THE DEPTHS," Mrs. Southworth

s

rreatest work, or any one or more of "Airs. Southworth's tVorks," or a complete set of
''Mrs. Southworths Works" bound in morocco cloth, will be sent to any one, to any
address, at once, free of freight or postage, on remitting $l.^o for each book wanted

to the Publishers, T. B. Peterson <5r* Brothers, 306 Cliestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa.

t^Mrs. Emma D. E. N. Southworth's books will befoundfor sale by all Booksellers

and News Agents everywhere. Canvassers wanted everynjuhere to engage in their sale.

1S^Booksellers, News Agents and Canvassers will be supplied at very low rates, and
h V willplease send in their orders at once to the publishers,

T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS, Pbiladelphia, Pa.,

uid they will receive immediate andprompt attention.


